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From the editor .
Once again, the student body of Northwestern has lent their abundant writing talent to the annual Spectrum issue.
Much work went into the production of this year's publication, and I am so pleased to have been a part of such a fulfilling
endeavor. I would like to thank the panel of campus readers composed of 9 students and 2 faculty members who took a
significant amount of time in choosing which pieces to publish. Each piece remains anonymous and is rated on a scale of I
to 5, 5 being the highest. From there, the average of the eleven ratings for each piece is tabulated. The pieces with
the highest average rating are those that are published. I would also like to thank our two off-campus judges Hannah
Wolfson and Lynae Vandermeulen who donated both time and expertise in determining the winning pieces as well as
honorable mentions. And finally, I would like to thank the staff, Joonna, Jess, and Maria, who have put in countless hours
designing, proofing, perfecting, organizing and generally making my job a whole lot easier.
This process has been both enjoyable and enlightening, and I must say, this year's writers have truly outdone thern-
selves. The superior style and artistry of this year's compilation is impressive. Out of nearly two hundred entries, we have
managed to put together a remarkable collection of student pieces that cover a range of expression from discovering the
indelible influence of family to pondering the uncertainties of life and love to exploring people in all their flawed beauty.
Oscar Wilde once wrote, "To the artist, expression is the only mode under which he can conceive life at all. To him what
is dumb is dead." The writers at Northwestern have taken their dreams, their experiences, their imaginings and have
animated them through expression. What they leave behind is a voice-a chorus that hums life into what once was
dead. I am pleased to present to you their songs. Enjoy.
Amanda Magnuson
Spectrum Editor
* first-place fiction
Love Handout
by Jessica M. Laaveg
"This piece's slightly disturbing second person voice draws you in and is both
zany and real enough to keep you enthralled for the duration. The characters
are believable but never predictable and the brief, introspective plot is full of
effortlessly energetic moments. It is wonderfully tragic without ever quite
losing its sense of humor. Also particularly noticeable is the skillful way
that the writer introduces characters and jokes and then comes back to them,
leaving the reader with the delicious feeling of being on the right side of an
inside joke and the piece itself with a sense of completion."
Lynae Vandermeulen, off-campus judge
* first-place non-fiction
Beatitude
by Amanda Krei
" 'Write what you know: It's a cliche by now, this advice from old writers to the
young. But this story shows how effective writing from knowledge can be-
especially when an author uses familiarity as a stepping-stone toward a
greater truth. Yes. the Tin Can Man is a stranger-this is the only story in
which the main character is not a family member-and his true feelings can
never be known. Yet the author paints a compelling picture of this man, not by
dreaming up a story, but by using her own experience."
Hannah Wolfson, off-campus judge
* first-place poetry
farmhouse poems-beginnings, again
by Sarah L.Yoder
"Like all of the best writing, this selection of short, related poems succeeds in
bridging the gap between the poet's vision and the reader's imagination. The
vivid descriptions of a clearly loved home are far from generic, yet the poet tie
these descriptions with memories of childhood and belonging in a way that
makes every reader relate-or long to. Every description is beautiful in its
reality and its symbolic extension and the exquisite word choice weaves the
images together into something that is purely poetic."
Lynae Vandermeulen, off-campus judge
SPECTRUM 2002
Editor: Amanda Magnuson
Layout and Design Editor:
jessica M. Laaveg
Copy Editor: Maria Vangsnes
Faculty Advisor: joonna Trapp
Selection Committee:
joel Anderson
jared Belden
Sara Brands
jeannine Lovas
Beth Nikkel
Carl Vandermeulen
Sarah L. Yoder
Cover Art:
"Darkness into Dancing"
by jessica Smit
Cover Design: jessica M. Laaveg
Digital Photo: Kristen VanRoekel
Off-Campus judges:
Lynae Vandermeulen
Hannah Wolfson
fiction
"
8. The Yellow Rose, by Sarah Taylor
9. Cold Hunting, by jared Belden
12. Prudence, by Amanda Krei
13. Hospital Corners, by Amanda Magnuson
16. When the Rain Fell, by Sarah Taylor
19. Winter Night, by jon Doherty
19. Waiting, by Amanda Krei
21. The Importance of Reading Earnest, by Amanda Magnuson
22. Love Handout, by jessica M. Laaveg
29. Eyeteeth, by Sara Brands
31. Well Done, by Amanda Magnuson
33. The Magic Oven, by Susanne D. Stahl
34. When the Last Kings of Sorrow Shatter Their Glass on the Wall, by Karl Schroeder
34. We All Got Underwear, by jessica M. Laaveg
36. People Like Her, by jessica M. Laaveg
40. Moments of Clarity, by joel Anderson
42. The Commuter, by jessica M. Laaveg
46. Amerinography, by joel Anderson
non-fiction
l
i'
4. Horses, Dad, and Me, by Susanne D. Stahl
9. The Garden, by Susanne D. Stahl
10. For the Love of the Land, by Maria Vangsnes
14. Begotten, by Anonymous
18. To Greet the Rain, by Amanda Krei
26. Of Lumberjacks and Poets: The Breakthrough Discovery of our Time,
by Amanda Magnuson and jessica M. Laaveg
28. Goodnight, Irene, Goodnight, by Magdalene Biesanz
30. Congratulations, by Maria Vangsnes
39. Goodbye to 2nd Avenue and Elm, by Magdalene Biesanz
44. Beatitude, by Amanda Krei
I',
poetry
6. farmhouse poems beginnings, again, by Sarah L.Yoder
10. Yet She Blooms, byAmanda Magnuson
I I. What Sea Cannot Drown, by jared Belden
16. March-Weather Day, by Amanda Magnuson
17. In Defense of Warm Weather, by Susanne D. Stahl
20. haiku, hatched in Wales, by Sarah L.Yoder
24. when she comes, by jared Belden
25. Girl of the Moment, by Amanda Magnuson
25. Conversation, by Amanda Krei
32. IfYou Think He's Hard to Shop For, by jared Belden
32. This is How I Know, by Maria Vangsnes
38. The Light of Room Three Oh One, by jared Belden
41. Stained Glass, by Amanda Magnuson
45. A Gospel, by jared Belden
46. Hold the Milk and Honey, by jared Belden
Horses, Dad, and Me
Susanne D. Stahlc
o.-
+-'
U.- I.
I am four years old. My life revolves around
avoiding naptime, creating adventures to be
shared with my redheaded Cabbage Patch doll
Patti, Benji the Cocker Spaniel, building forts
and visiting the old calf feeder-tumed-hideout
with my brother, and following Dad around
wherever and whenever I can.
I have the world figured out. I know that
drying dishes is the worst chore in the world.
I know that it's not okay to use my sleeve as a
napkin. r know that Dixie Gaspar's mother did
not die before she was born, as I had previ-
ously thought. And, thanks to continua! cor-
rection of my Aunt Ann during snack time in
Sunday School, I know the person getting
something says "thank you," and the person
doing the giving says "you're welcome." I also
know that I want a horse.
I do not hesitate to vocalize this desire. I tell
everyone who will Hsten-i-Mom, Dad, Grandpa,
the cashier at the grocery store, but al! that my
heartfelt requests have yielded thus far are
plastic Pretty Ponies in assorted colors-c-blue
with green mane and tail, green with rainbow-
colored mane and tail, beige with pink mane
and tail. They are plastic. They are pastel-
colored. They are not what I want.
"-
I
c
o
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II.
It is an old argument.
t am perched safely atop an old Appaloosa
mare with a back as broad as a dining room
table sobbing, "Daddy, I don't want to canter.
Please don't make me."
"Susie, honey, I love you. Would I ever ask
you to do something that would hurt you?"
"No," I manage to sniffle.
The horse waits patiently during this ex-
change, dozing off and completely uncon-
cerned that the distraught eight-year-old child
filling the peaceful twilight with her heartbro-
ken cries is in such close proximity to her ears.
This is because she is almost deaf.
My dad and I finally reach an agreement,
and I press my shaking knee into Sparkle to
guide her back to the rail for another dreaded
attempt to canter. I start off at a walk. This is
okay. This is safe. I can handle the walk. My
courage builds and I squeeze Sparkle into a
trot. This is definitely not as comfortable as a
walk, but it's not running and is, therefore, safe.
So I trot~for multiple laps around the arena.
"Okay, try a canter now," he orders.
I know I cannot disobey. I have to try to
canter. I have to try to canter, and I want to
canter. I want to be like Alex Ramsey in the
Black StaJJionbooks; he gallops the Black bare-
back without a bridle. He wasn't scared.
I have not yet figured out that there is a vast
difference between the two-beated trot and
the three-beatec canter involving more than
mere speed. So, I urge Sparkle into faster trot,
thinking the increase in speed will cause Dad
to think we're cantering.
My ruse does not fool him.
I don't know if my body somehow tightened
in unconscious obedience to the command, or
if the horse heard the word canter and de-
cided to oblige the speaker--either way, I am
suddenly launched from a two-beated, bone-
jostling trot into a smooth, flowing, three-beated
canter.
I squeeze my eyes shut awaiting the immi-
nent fall and subsequent life-threatening injury.
I open them again in surprise.
This is better than trotting. This is flying.
The cool evening breeze sings through my hair
and teases my face, drying the last remaining
vestiges of my tears. I smile. Everything is
right in my world, and I laugh aloud.
I pull Sparkle to a stop beside the rail where
my dad has positioned himself to watch. He
helps me slide down the side of the horse. I
slip my sma If hand into his much larger one,
and together we lead Sparkle to the barn.
III.
He sits down on the edge of my bed. "Susie,
wake up. Honey, I'm sorry. I have some bad
news."
The voice intrudes into my dreams, and I
struggle to attain a state of coherent wakeful-
ness.
"What? What are you talking about? What
time is it?" The sun has not yet appeared to
dispel the darkness and burn away the fog
enveloping the world outside my window, and
I am disoriented.
He does not mince words. "K.D. died this
morning."
For a moment his words do not reach me,
and I am conscious of an overwhelming sense
of unreality. "Whatl What are you talking about?"
Then it hits. "Are you sure? Daddy, are
you sure?" I am numb. I cannot think. I cannot
feel. I cannot even blink.
But he can. He wraps me in his arms, and
he sobs. It is the first time in my fourteen years
I've ever heard my dad cry.
I sit stiff but unresisting in his embrace as
he weeps for me, because I cannot, over the
demise of a horse and the death of a dream.
IV.
Perhaps the dream has not died after all.
I look up at her from my vantage point on the
ground. I've just landed hard-e-very hard, but it
would have been harder if the ground hadn't
been saturated with the spring rain, and for
that I am thankful. With her, however, I am
perturbed, and as I lay there sprawled in the
mud, I think of a!l the names I could calf her
without using swear words or other vulgari-
ties-stupid oversized ox, plow horse, mali-
cious miscreant, ignoramous, and so on.
She, of course, is completely undisturbed
by what has just occurred. In fact, she has
the audacity to look at me with surprise in her
gaze, as if she's trying to figure out how I came
to occupy my current undignified position in
the mud.
It is the third time I've ridden her, and the
third time she's deposited me on the ground.
Our relationship is, at best, off to a shaky start.
J had forgotten what it was like to work
with a green broke horse, and I am frustrated-
she is nothing like the quiet, sweet-tempered
KD.
"Are you hurt?" he asks from his custom-
ary station by the rail.
"No," I grumble, stilt somewhat surprised to
find myself in this predicament. Maybe I'd
grown too prideful over my abilities as a horse-
woman. Maybe God is humbling me.
"When I said to let 'er buck, I didn't mean
literally."
I am not currently in the mood for his humor
and send a scathing look in his direction, as
scathing a look as one can send covered in
mud.
"Well~are you just going to lay there?"
I mutter something unpleasant.
He doesn't respond. He doesn't have to. I
know what he's thinking. And he knows I know
what he's thinking.
I get up, brush the dirt off the seat of my
pants as best I can, square my shoulders, slip
my foot in the stirrup, and mount up.
V.
I am sitting atop Patty outside the arena in
the Hippodrome at the fairgrounds in Huron. It
is a hot, still day, and even the breeze is too
lethargic to move. We are in the shade, but on
days like these shade does not necessitate
coolness, and I can feel the sweat pooling be-
tween my shoulder blades under my gray
huntcoat. I am not alone. There are about
thirty of us waiting for our respective classes,
and we are undistinguishable except by our
mounts and body size. My class is number 63,
and they are currently on class 61, Amateur
Huntseat Equitation. As always, he is trying to
ward off his nervousness by keeping busy.
"Let me wipe off your boots again," he de-
mands.
I absent-mindedly take my feet out of the
stirrups and thrust the nearest leather-encased
leg in his direction to be wiped for the third time
in about as many minutes. I see Mom sitting in
the second row of the bleachers; she catches
my eye, and I wave.
'Tell Mom not to worry; I know my pattern."
The first call for my class, Huntseat Equita-
tion 14-18, is being issued, and he runs the
soft-bristled brush over Patty's already gleam-
ing copper coat one more time, followed by a
final layer of fly spray. Then he stands back to
inspect us both and begins the bombardment.
"Pull your hard hat down about an inch.
Straighten your stock. Where are your gloves?
Put on your gloves! Heels down, shoulders
back, chin up. Are you sure you don't want
your spurs?"
"I'm sure," I reply.
"Well, I'm going to go sit with Mom now. Are
you sure you don't need anything else?"
I suppress a smile, and tell him no.
He pats me on the knee, as he has done
hundreds of times before, whispers conspira-
torially into Patty's ear, "Let 'er buck," and walks
away to join Mom on the bleachers so they can
fret together.
After all these years I've finally figured out
what he means when he says that-don't be
afraid; don't give up; face your fears with con-
fidence, because you are able.
My class is now entering the arena. I am
sixth in the working order and am able to ob-
serve where the trouble spots are with this
pattern before it is my turn.
It is my turn. The adrenaline begins to pump
through my veins, and I forget to breathe. Chin
up, heels down, shoulders back. The judge
nods. - He looks bored. I smile and nod back.
Knee Patty into a walk. Two strides before the
first cone ask for the trot. Sit a beat. Pick up
the left diagonal at the cone. Begin straight line
to the second cone. Up, two. Up, two. Up,
two. Change diagonals. Sit a beat. Pick up
right diagonal. Up, two. Up, two. Up, two.
Second cone. Drop seat. Tighten hands. Stop.
Pause. Hands are quiet. Drop left seat bone.
Squeeze up with the left leg. Hold steady with
the right. Transition to a canter from a...stand-
still. Circle to the right. Look up. Follow the
circle with your eyes. Back at the cone. Pause
almost imperceptibly. Right seat bone, right
leg. Left lead. Circle to the left. Look. Back at
cone. Drop seat. Tighten hands. Stop. Pause.
Back five steps counting off the shoulder. Two,
three, four, five. Pause. Look at judge. Nod.
Trot fa the rail. Remember to breathe. Wink at
Mom. Wait to do rail work.
And it's done. Miss Patricia K. Jones (for
some reason I have deemed it necessary to
endow every horse on our place with last
names and middle initials) and! have taken first
in a class of twelve under both judges. I peel
my gloves off, kick my feet free of the stirrups,
and jump lightly to the ground. As I'm running
the stirrup irons up the leathers, Dad ap-
proaches. He throws his arm around my shoul-
ders and together we lead Patty back to the
stall that is hers for the duration of the week-
end.
We dissect the pattern. My circles could
have been tighter, and I hesitated too long be-
fore the first transition to a canter. But she
was driving from the hindquarters well, and I
kept my legs quieter this time.
"Susie, I'm proud of you."
But he doesn't need to say it. I already
know.
VI.
"Dad?"
In that one solitary word he knew.
"What's wrong, Susie?"
I can't answer through the tears threaten-
ing to clog my throat. I don't know what's
wrong. It's a Sunday night in the midst of my
first semester at college, and all I want is to be
at home with my parents. Alii want is to saddle
up Patty and go on a ride with my dad and not
think about the synoptic gospels, Charlemagne,
or all these new relationships I am a part of. I
want to run as far as I can as quickly as I can.
He doesn't press me to explain.
"Patty's getting bigger every day. Do you
think it will be an Edgar or a Chloe?" I have
already picked out the names of my mare's
soon-to-be-born foal, much to the consterna-
tion of my mother, who doesn't care for either
name. "I sure hope it's a little filly who looks
just like her mama."
The conversation continues on one-sided
like this for about a half-hour, until I feel ready
to say goodbye and face my homework.
VII.
I get a letter two days later written in his
distinctive, barely legible scrawl. It says:
Susie,
Just a short note to our favorite daughter.
Was good to hear your voice on Sunday night.
I don't think I will ever get over your leaving
home, but knowing you are at such a good
school makes me excited about your future.
My advice is to enjoy the moment. Don't worry
about the future, but take advantage of each
day and every challenge it brings. I am looking
forward to spending some time with you again.
See you on Friday.
Love Dad
P.S. Let 'er buck.
He didn't need to say it; I already knew. But
he knew I needed to be reminded.
II
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just a weathered blue farmhouse, standing
at sl ight retreat from a gravel road
no one but the neigh oars knew.
stationed deep within Illinois farm country,
a sentry watching over its bit of earth,
fighting the betrayal of sleep.
within its walls I marked my childhood,
tallying time in half-years,
hello-again and tlll-next-llme hugging visits never long enough.
just beginning as they ended.
shelterer of generations of land-lovers, two stories
and more murmuring in each room .
flooded with summer-warm or near-bursting with Christmas.
in its shadow summer rested with me
as I dreamt of today in a hammock
stretched between yesterday and tomorrow.
and when snow drifted in hungry advance up its steps,
frigid wind mounting rattling charges with winter's white glare.
its windows shone bad with The wisdom of old eyes.
keeping its secrets warm. inside.
II
even the stai rways were more way
than stair, more yes than we'll see.
yet we saw. for we crawled wisely
long before thinking only walking would do.
the worn fuzz orbraidecrrug
the softest of pillows
and best. for that's all there was
all round, all round.
and wherever we laid our heads
we landed souare. there.
III
the play of the room was in betweens,
connective tissue joining bony fact
and mobile fiction, always straining,
scraping together and spending itself
in a morning of secondhand purchases
or an afternoon of princess and pauper ...
loosely based on a true story.
always glad of donations.
IV
Sarah L Yoder
the ever-present whir was so much a part of summer
I never heard its breathy hum.
bathed, oblivious,
grateful, I never thought to thank
fhe rotary mistress of the kitchen
coolin;; my hot young head.
when sffe sent a napkm flying
or reshuffled our cards
to remind us of her dominion,
then did I take notice-
but only to weigh down the flighty,
never once looking up.
V
more cradle than swing, really-
wood so worn and warm that it stretched
and sighed as we sat. kicking our feet
skyward as we leaned deep into its embrace.
ils creakings ours (even young bones tire).
its speech enough lesson for a [une afternoon.
chains suspended us above the porch.
fastened us together, let us float.
promised us f1iJ(htwithout the thud of ending
(its lullabies hushed whispers of change).
room for three, four
with a sQueeze (always welcome) -
aunt, cousin, sister. me,
striped cat makes five ...
alive, swinging on the breeze,
set free and staying.
The Yellow Rose
c
o
Sarah Taylor
.-.....
u.- "Do you want the usual, kid?"
"Yes, please," she said as she brushed the rain off her coat. "And
could [ have it wrapped in plastic? It's raining pretty hard now." She
turned and looked out the window, watching as the rain smeared the
headlights of traffic into an Impressionist painting.
"Sure thing. Boy, it's a day to stay inside, with all that wind and all.
You shouldn't be riding your bike in this storm. Why don't you wait a
few minutes and I'll drive you over."
"No, thank you. I'm fine riding." She reached into her coat pocket
and pulled out the exact change, recounting it quickly before giving it to
the portly shopkeeper. He handed her a yellow rose wrapped in pink
cellophane and grinned broadly at her impassive face-hoping to coax
a smile. No luck.
"See you next week, Andrea."
"Good-bye, Lou." She turned and walked silently out of the shop,
holding the rose close to her.
The rain beat down as she pulled the hood of her coat over the long
blonde hair that marked her as her mother's daughter. Sometimes she
wished she could just shave her head or at least dye her hair black or
red or even purple-anything but yellow. But she never did. Daddy
had loved her hair. "You're my yellow rose," he would always say,
playing off of her middle name. One time, when she was eight, he had
painted her portrait again. In this one, her brown eyes mocked the
world with secret laughter, her mouth repressed a smile, and her
fingers playfully held a yellow rose. He called the painting "Rose
Daughter" and showed it at his next exhibition but refused to sell it
even when a rich stranger offered to buy it for more money than any
of his paintings had ever sold for. He hung it in his apartment across
town from the small house she and Mother shared. After the funeral,
Mother stowed "Rose Daughter" up in the attic next to a broken refrig-
erator and boxes of Christmas decorations.
Andrea mounted her bicycle and pedaled methodically down Franklin
Street, as she had done every Saturday morning since the funeral.
She rode by the public library with its bed of Van Gogh sunflowers.
Someday she would paint them. She would mix just the right combina-
tion of yellows and oranges to capture the way the sun could blend
with the flowers until all was light and darkness fled. She only needed
a sunny day and a chance to escape from Mother. "Your mother sees
the world as jobs to do," Daddy had once tried to explain, "but you and
I see it as pictures to paint."
Andrea yawned abruptly. She had left the house while Mother
was still in bed. "l'll be back sometime. Don't wait lunch for me," she
had scribbled. A month ago, she'd forgotten to leave a note, giving
Mother an excuse to start an argument.
"When will you grow up, Andrea Rose Wittier? You need to learn
some responsibility before you turn out just like your father."
Andrea turned and walked to her room. That day she painted a
black sky and a purple moon and everyone's face looked like her
father's.
She turned off Franklin Street and onto Cemetery Road. They had
walked down this street a year ago, following a casket borne by
cousins and uncles she had never met. She didn't cry that day. She
couldn't. Her mind was numbed and she barely understood the words
of the minister, " ... our beloved brother James Wittier ... taken so
suddenly ... cancer ... survived by ... will be greatly missed." She
remembered the funeral in broken images, meaningless fragments that
pieced themselves together like a Picasso. The large round nose of the
minister, the dark red punch served at the reception, the overwhelming
smell of flowers, the sound of the first clump of earth hitting the casket,
the uncomfortable new black dress her mother had bought her. And
her mother. Mother never said a word the entire day, not even when a
man in a black suit and a gray tie gave her Daddy's paintings. "He
wanted you to have these."
She stopped at the sign that had lost its "M" years before, but no
one had bothered to repair it, so it read "adison Cemetery." After she
propped her bike up against the base of a tree, Andrea entered through
the gates that curled and twisted their way around the sign and the
pine trees surrounding the lot. The wind blew mournfully in the tops of
the pines and the rain hit the brilliant green grass. She walked through
cold rows of gray grave markers silhouetted by the rising sun, until she
came to a small plot in the corner. "James Lawrence Wittier 1960-
1998. He who sees beauty sees God." She carefully brushed away
grass and leaves that had blown onto the granite, pulling a few weeds
away from the base. Then she squatted down and picked up a with-
ered rose, replacing it with the fresh one.
She listened to the wind sing, the rain fall, and cars drive by. For a
long time she stood, whispering. Then she heard a soft step behind
her. She turned and looked into the face so similar to her own, framed
by the same hair that flowed down her own back. Mother didn't say a
word, but stared intensely at the grave and the yellow rose on it. The
pale light of morning shone on the fading beauty, the etchings of pain,
and lines of worry in the woman's profile. Rain that ran down her face
mingled with tears. Andrea felt her own tears falling down her cheeks.
Mother finally turned and looked at Andrea; then she walked silently
away.
Andrea stayed and stared at the place her mother had stood. The
rain soaked through her clothes and she began to shiver, but she
remained still-a statue adorning her father's grave. That night she
painted a red sky and an orange sun and a woman with golden hair
and a yellow rose .
•
Cold Hunting
o
::l
Jared Belden
I've never been colder than on hunting trips with Dad. He woke me
long before sunrise, and I munched Pop Tarts while he drank his cof-
fee. Then it was into our overalls and into the truck with our shells and
OUf guns and our wonder dog Sally. Clouds of my breath filled the cab
as Dad scraped frost off the windows; his face appeared through the
glass one scrape at a time. The red vinyl seats were hard cold.
I grew up in the cab of Dad's red pickup. We sat side-by-side, and
we said something if it came to us, but mostly we let the radio do the
talking, headlights warming a space in the dark for us to drive through,
sky getting pink around the edges. My favorite part of hunting was the
trip to the field; at least that part was heated.
We found the right farm and a field with a draw, so I had to get out
of the truck. The sun was just rising, melting the dark into long morning
shadows, but the sun was so far away. Dad dropped the tailgate and
opened Sally's cage. She flew out like a bullet, skipping off the ground
and ricocheting dangerously around our legs. Dad poured her water
from a thermos and patted her on the side. "How ya doin, huh? How ya
doin, ya wild honyok?" Sally's whole body wagged.
The sky was empty blue all morning, empty of clouds and empty of
pheasants. We walked over unforgiving plow ruts. Sally ran ahead.
Dad called her back, but she ran. Dad pulled out the remote for her
shock collar and pushed the button a few times, and she ran. Dad
cranked the voltage, and she yelped twice and then ran. Dad said,
The Garden
......
"That dad gum dog doesn't have a brain in her head." I laughed and
shivered. My gloves were too thin and my gun was frozen. But I
wasn't complaining.
I wasn't all there, either. My ice-cube toes may have been stuck in
my hunting boots, but my imagination was free to migrate. Dad and I
crunched through frosty, elbow-high grass and I was at home eating a
bowl of cereal. I took in a hard cold breath and I was on the school
track, running into the wind. We came upon the charred skeleton of a
farmhouse and I was back in the Civil War. I was a scout for the Union
army, lost behind enemy lines. Was that man in the bright orange stock-
ing cap on my side? I was afraid to ask. A combine lumbered over a
far-off hill, and I was hunting again. ! remembered the pheasants. I
envied the pheasants, cozy under their covers.
When Sally the wonder dog finally came back, Dad was angry.
"Where ya been, you dinglehead?" She clutched a dead mouse in her
jaws; she looked proud. Dad took a leash out of his game bag and
dragged Sally back to the truck. Then he poured her some water and
got out our lunches. The wind picked up in isolated gusts, drawing
chilled tears. I took off my gloves and blew into my numb hands. I asked
Dad if his hands were cold and he said, "No, are yours?" Then he took
both of my hands in his and held them, the two of us sitting side-by-
side on the open tailgate. He took my smooth hands in his rough hands
and held them until I was warm.
......
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for my mother who walks in beauty Susanne D. Stahl
My mother and I are as dissimilar as the night filled with wind and
swirtinq rain and the sun-soaked afternoon in the midst of summer.
She likes order, plans, lists, schedules, and structure. I cannot be
confined in the restraints of order, plans, lists, schedules, and struc-
'ture. She finds pleasure in work and productivity; I, in daydreaming.
I used to think we had very little in common, but that was before I
began to understand her.
Some people have a backyard with a garden. My mom, however,
has a garden, and the space not engulfed by it we call the backyard.
She used to grow a lot of vegetables-they are practical. Over the
years, however, flowers have taken over the spaces where peas and
carrots once grew.
She doesn't grow roses; she claims she's never had good luck
with them. Instead she plants tiger lilies, calla lilies, daffodils, daisies,--------------...;..-...;..--'----
"I notice that it is only when my mother is working in her flowers that
she is radiant, almost to the point of being invisible-except as
Creator; hand and eye. She is involved in work her soul must have.
Ordering the universe in the image of her personal conception ot
Beauty."
From Alice Walker's "In Search ot Our Mothers' Gardens."
chrysanthemums, tea roses, bleeding heart, lamb's ear, peonies, lilacs,
irises, asters, tulips, dahlias, and gladiolas. They grow joyously under
her gentle hands, combining into a wild profusion of color that touches
the world around it with beauty.
Ilike to visit the garden at night. The soft night breeze surrounds me
with the scent of delicate growing things, and the velvet petals brush
against my bare legs. Under the light of thousands of twinkling stars,
it is a magical place, a place where reality can be set aside in favor of
dreams. Sometimes, if I don't concentrate too hard, I catch glimpses of
the faeries peeking out from behind the irises or dancing admist the
lilies with daisies entwined in their hair.
Every afternoon in summer, weather permitting, she spends in her
garden. Her hands are covered with soil, and there is invariably a
smudge on her nose or cheek, marking the spot where she has brushed
away an itch, an insect, or drop of sweat. She works diligently for an
hour or two, until her muscles protest and force her to take a break.
Then she stands in the midst of her of her garden surveying her
handiwork with her hands pressed to the small of her back in an
attempt to alleviate the soreness there. The wind rumples the short
brown curls that have found their way free from the restraints of the
purple kerchief. She absentmindedly brushes them away with the
back of her hand. And she smiles. I think she is daydreaming.
I
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Yet She Blooms
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She began school early.
One year before she should have.
A tiny bud with a pink dress
And an attitude.
Yet she bloomed.
In wide-eyed curiosity;
She learned her ABC's and numbers.
How to spell her name in large block
letters
K-A-T-H-Y.
She began her family early.
Perhaps five years Defore she needed
to.
A fragile flower with a baby
In pirik
And a husband.
Yet she bloomed.
Inyouthful resilience;
She learned diapers and in-laws.
And how to live on two hundred
A month.
She lost her identity early.
Much sooner than most.
A rose with thorns.
Two girls in pink. a baby boy.
A work-a-holic husband, and a job.
Yet she bloomed.
In weathered determination;
She learned to keep up. to keep silent.
To be whoever they needed
Her to be.
Now she finds her house empty early.
Years before others her age.
A seasoned perennial
With three grown children. a husband.
And growing fatigue.
Yet sne blooms sllll.
In Simple splendor;
And slie will learn to find herself.
To fill in the spaces.
And how much beauty she leaves
Around her.
Amanda Magnuson
For the of theLove
Maria Vangsnes
My mother cannot sit still. She gets up at coming court. (The eight-by-ten of my mother father's bean fields and in the garden she
dawn, takes a brisk two-mile walk (rain, shine, and the rest of the teenage girls on the home- planted and tended. (She lost her class ring in
or snow), and then spends the rest of her day cornlnq court has hung on her bedroom wall that garden, she tells me, and she never found
on everyone but herself. She takes care of for as long as I can remember.) A girl should it again.) She married a man who, she hoped,
her family, the house, the lawn, the garden; not make her own clothes. Or tell a boy she would at least make her a farmer's wife, be-
she works in the kitchen at myoid grade school, doesn't want to see him anymore (boyfriends cause What good was a woman without a hus-
and she cleans the houses of people who can- are hard to come by). And a girl should not be band? her parents told her.
not or will not do it themselves. She falls into a farmer. To the benefit, perhaps, of my mother, her
bed after midnight. My dad used to tell her that She tells me about how she used to follow brother proved an unreliable apprentice. He
she was a workaholic and a coffee addict, but her father out to the barn and beg him to let her and his father were drinking buddies, which
she knows and I know that if she sat still, she help with the milking. Sometimes he would let did not benefit their partnership. They spent
would fall asleep. And she can't do that; she her sweep the floor. Once he even humored more money, time, and energy at the bar in
has too much to do and too many people count- her a little and let her feed the baby calves milk town than on the responsibilities of maintaining
. ing on her. from a bucket. But he didn't bother to teach her their farm. The effect of alcohol on their health
My mother grew up with a father and brother anything. His son, nine years younger than my and their state of mind was less embarrassing
and mother and grandmother who made sure mother, would learn his father's profession. to my mother than the effect of alcohol on their
she knew that she was a girl, and there were They would be partners. Eventually the farm crops. They didn't keep the field clean, and
certain things that girls should and should not would belong to him. That was the way it was they were always the last to plant and the last
do. A girl should always wear the latest fash- supposed to work. to harvest.
ions. A girl should always have a boyfriend. But the rich Iowa land continued to beckon, By the time her father's lifestyle had almost
A girl should be popular in high school, and, if and my mother followed as much as she was completely worn down his body, her brother's
at alt possible, should be elected to the home- allowed. She took a hoe to the weeds in her disease had risen to an uncontrollable level,
What Sea Cannot Drown
Pray the light air of that yonder shore
Will be crisp enough, sweet enough, free enough
Will wisp out the soot earth will wisp out the dirt earth
So troubles the breathing in this dank place.
Pray the wild music of that yonder shore
wrn be dance enough, beat enough, weep enough
Will resin the bowstrings will resin the heartstrings
So stretch o'er the twanging of this split silence.
I am undone I have chanted in netherlight.
I am undone I have chewed on the words
And choked on the rations. The prison is leaking.
The prison of been there and been there
Before.
Will melt the chill memories melt the dead ice regrets
Should nots and ought nots and stupids the soul.
I am undone I have raged at the flipping winds.
I am undone I have slumped on the hull.
And pretended befriended the patch rats and ticklefleas
Who've been there and been there and been there
Before.
Is it true what the broken ones whisper to sleep'
The mystery of that yonder shore'
Is it true what the moaning ship tells of the deep?
The ne'er seen of that yonder shore'
Then pray too my darling and Pappa and Jesus
Past all dreams on that yonder shore.
Pray the fair sunrise of that yonder shore
Will be hot enough, close enough, shine enough
Jared Belden
breathe deeply; nothing smells as good as
sweet corn season in Iowa. My mother agrees.
We have been enjoying the fresh produce
from her huge gardens all summer-as much
as she enjoys planting and tending and har-
vesting it. The time in her garden is her time.
She cannot sit still, but her work in the garden
is her rest-her peace.
Her father's farm will someday belong to
her brother. Maybe she will never own or
manage her own farm. But my mother is a
farmer. I remember how proud she was to
frame and hang a poster I brought home from
grade school displaying our "Iowa Land." Per-
haps she lost her heart to the rich Iowa land
when she lost her class ring. Or perhaps she
It is the beginning of August. My mother's planted it there, as she planted each seed, and
birthday. Sweet corn season. The damp gravel tended it carefully. My uncle may never really
sticks to the sales of my bare feet as I attempt be a farmer; my grandpa maybe never was;
to match my mother's pace. (I could never get but my mother is a farmer. She is a woman;
up in time to join her on her morning walks, but she makes her own clothes; she cares for her
sweet corn season merits more than one good family single-handedly; she depends on no man
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and her unambitious husband had proven that
she would never be a farmer's wife, my mother
insisted that her father teach her how to plant
the corn and soybeans that threatened to re-
main unplanted unless some swift action were
taken. She was a fast learner, and although
she was a bit sensitive about the not-quite-
perfectly-straight rows, she loved the work.
And she loved the opportunity to prove her
worth as a woman. She was saving the farm.
"Did you see me out in the field yesterday?"
she'd eagerly ask a confirmed bachelor neigh-
bor, and fellow farmer, at church. Because
now she was a farmer too-or as close as
she had ever gotten ..
for her sense of worth; and she is a farmer.
She has planted in me a natural, unex-
plainable love for this rolling farmland of
Northwest Iowa and for the smell of clean
rain on rich black earth, freshly cut hay,
and tasselling sweet corn. She has nur-
tured in me a desire to plant and tend a
garden; to get my hands dirty; to keep my
heart planted here, no matter where I travel
on this earth.
And to long for even greener fields. On
my mother's wall hangs a homemade plaque
printed with Martha Lou Howard's "Farm
Ode." It concludes:
Surely goodness and mercy will go with
me aff the days of my fife;
And then in parting, my body shall en-
rich the soil whence came the plants that
fed me,
And my soul shall be fitted up that I
may dwell in the fields of the Lord forever
and ever.
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Prudence
Amanda Kreic::
o He was sitting alone. Callie hadn't meant to notice him, was just
taking her usual walk down the usual streets. Just happened to glance
in the window of the open-all-night-cafe and he just happened to be
sitting there in the window booth. She stopped short, stared at him
through the glass, her hands hanging helplessly at her sides. His
bearded face was bent low over a half-eaten, syrup-drenched short
stack with a side of bacon and eggs, which were also submerged in
the sticky brown liquid. Had he drowned his food in syrup when he
had still been her daddy? She couldn't remember. His flannel shirt was
familiar, though, and his wiry, hat-head hair.
I should go before he sees me staring at him. What would she do
if he caught her? Wave? Hi, dad! How have you been the past seven
years? Oh, Mom and { are getting along just fine. Hey, by the way,
Mark got married last year, and he and Karen just had a baby boy fast
night, so you're a grandpa now. Congratulations! Didn't you know?
Maybe he did. Maybe that's why he had come back from God-
knows-where all of a sudden, and was now hunched over in a win-
dow booth at Mom's Cafe-Home Cookin' Open Latel. pushing syrupy
eggs around his plate in the middle of the night. Callie watched the
rapid white puffs of her breath.
There were things that needed to be said. Four steps, and she
could be inside the cafe. A few more steps and she could slide into the
empty side of her dad's booth. A few steps. That's all it would take. A
few steps and she could tell him how much he had hurt her and Mark
and Mom When he took off that June. How she was still haunted by
pictures of her broken mother, sobbing by the driveway, fireflies rising
like smoke out of the grass around her, and of Mark standing at the
upstairs window as still and tearless as granite. A few steps and she
could tell him that they had been so angry and scared and lonesome
when he left, but they had gone on, and were eventually happy with-
out him. A few steps and she could tell him she was sorry that Mark
hadn't invited him to the wedding. A few steps and she could tell him
that despite everything, she still loved him. Just a few steps, one foot
in front of the other. That was all.
He reached for his mug of coffee without relinquishing his grip on
the fork. As he drank, his eyes fixed vacantly on the empty red vinyl
seat across from him. Just a few steps; but then, it only takes a few
steps to go sprawling, too. Callie jammed her gloved hands in her coat
pockets and hurried down the street, counting the sidewalk cracks
that flew by. She halted at the red light, even though the streets were
deserted, but resumed her brisk gait as soon as the light flashed green.
At the next corner, she took a sharp right, and was soon scuttling
down a narrow street lined with quaint homes. Here there were
fewer streetlights than downtown. She found the dark more condu-
cive to the mind-clearing that she sought on these habitual midnight
walks. She knew the sidewalks on her route by heart - every crack,
every twiq-carved initial, every low spot where rainwater congre-
gated. Though her pace was always fast, Callie walked with pru-
dence, always keeping her eyes on her shoes so she wouldn't slip on
ice or trip on a hazardous crevice.
Someone's dog was barking. It must have been a big dog; its bark
was deep-throated and slow. Callie had never had any pets, but when
she was in third grade, she had written a story about a stray dog she
had once encountered.
Not long ago, there was this spotted puppy that lived in a blue
house. One day he ran away from home. The puppy kept running and
running, until one day, when he wasn't a puppy anymore, he just got
tired of running and he ran back home to the blue house. But his
family had moved away, and a new family lived there. The dog watched
the little girl that played in the yard. The little girl had always wanted
a big, spotted dog just like him, but the dog didn't know that. The dog
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wondered if the girl would pet his head and give him a bowl of Kibbles
and Bits. Or would she yell at him and throw rockss, like so many
people the dog had met on his travels? The dog tucked his tail
between his legs and ran off. But as he ran across the street, a truck
hit him, and he died.
Mrs. Graham had a little talk with her after the other kids were
dismissed for recess.
"It's a nice story, Callie, but maybe you should change the ending to
something a little happier."
"But that's what really happened. I saw it"
"I don't doubt that. But you're a writer, and this is your story. You
can make it end however you want it to."
Callie had just shaken her head. It wasn't supposed to have a
happy ending-that's not how it had ended. She had written another
story to give to Mrs. Graham-a made-up one about a happy family
who took their happy puppy named Happy on a happy picnic and they
all lived happily ever after. At the end of the school year, she let her
mom throw the "happy" story away with her old spelling tests and
math worksheets, but she had held on to the story with the sad ending.
It was still buried deep in a drawer somewhere.
When she was little, her dad had always read the stories she
wrote. She thought of him sitting forlornly with his pancakes in the
cafe. Two years after he left, he had started sending birthday cards
and Christmas presents, usuaJly from a different address every year.
She imagined her father remorseful, discontent, wandering from city to
city like a lost sheep, but afraid to come home. It hurt less than hating
him like Mark did. Again, she thought of her dad staring blankly at the
empty seat. Do you miss us? Do you wonder if your wife still whistles
while she sorts laundry, and if your son has your broad shoulders, and
if your little girl ever finished the blue piano book and started the
green? Do you ever wonder what I'm like now that I'm not a {itt'e girl
anymore? She had saved every birthday and Christmas card enve-
lope he had sent, sat down with his return address and a blank sheet
of paper to write to him. She had never sent the letters, though.
Sometimes she would get as far as the post office before she would
tear the letter into shreds, but it was always the same old story.
A little dog on a chain yapped a warning bark at her. The sound
was so sudden that she jumped. For a moment, her eyes were on the
stars, not her shoes, and in that moment, a shooting star trailed across
the sky. It took her breath away. She gazed at the place where it had
been. The stars were so bright. Were they always so bright?
She took these walks almost nightly, yet the midnight sky was
unfamiliar to her. When was the last time she'd seen a falling star? She
stood in the sidewalk a long time, replaying the image of the shooting
star in her mind and listening to the distant barking dog. Maybe the
story could end differently. It wasn't far back to the cafe.
There was no one sitting in the booth by the window, but the syrup-
sticky plate was still there, and the empty coffee cup still sat on top of
the two-dollar tip. Callie scanned the few cars parked on the street. It
was useless. She had no idea what he drove. She turned back to the
window, braced her hands against it and stood on tiptoe in order to get
a glimpse of the counter. There he was, stuffing his billfold in his back
pocket. Callie's heart beat crazily. He turned towards the door, ab-
sently glancing towards the window as he stuck a toothpick in his
mouth. For a fleeting fraction of a second, their eyes met, but Callie
snapped hers away far too quickly to be able to see whether there
was a sign of recognition in his. She started walking again, swiftly,
holding back tears by counting the cracks in the sidewalk. In the inky
winter sky above, another star shot across the little dipper, unseen by
the young woman watching the dry sidewalks for ice.
Hospital Corners
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Amanda Magnuson
My mother always used to hang the sheets out to dry in the summer
or whenever it was warm enough to hang laundry outside. She was
so fast and efficient, pulling the soaking wet sheets from the basket
and draping them over the line, longer on one side so that when the
breeze blew, the sheet would catch it like a sail and puff out and up,
capturing the scent of the sun and air. Then she would make the beds
with these wonderful-smelling sheets. I could never make my bed like
she made it. So perfect. Hospital corners and everything. Crisp and
neat and nothing like the lumpy, crooked job I did. I haven't made my bed
for a long time.
She'd always scour the kitchen floor in our house once a week,
too. On her hands and knees with a bucket of hot soapy water, she'd
pull on her rubber gloves and scrub. Corners, along the wall, as far
underneath the fridge 'and stove as she could reach with her small,
veined hands. She always said that she couldn't stand on a dirty
kitchen floor. When I got old enough, she started making me do it. I
dreaded Saturday mornings. On my hands and knees spreading sudsy
water over the linoleum. I always cheated though. I never reached
under the stove, and I skipped the corners. I always managed to leave
a few small puddles on the floor after I left, too. It gave me a secret
satisfaction to do a half-hearted job. If she didn't like it, she should just
do it herself. And then one Saturday I saw her doing it herself, after I'd
already been there pushing puddles around for twenty minutes. There
she was finishing my work, wiping the dirty corners and soaking up
the puddles) had left. She never said anything to me though. She just
continued where I had left off.
I haven't spoken to my mom in fourteen months. Not since she
found out that r dropped out of college to marry my boyfriend. I wouldn't
do that if I were you, she said. Well, she's not me, that's more than
apparent. She married after she had graduated Cum Laude from col-
lege. Lost the husband from cancer, but like all faultless women,
bounced back with resilience. A son, a daughter, a dog, a good job,
money in the bank, and an incessant need for her daughter to be and
do just like her. I've never been or done anything like my mother. Not my
bed, not the floor. And not my life. I couldn't. She was like grace
personified. And I, well, I'm the gravel that makes grace necessary.
Sometimes I wonder if I married just to spite her Donna Reed-ness. Ms.
Reed never had a prodigal daughter, you can bet on that. So, I married
the mistake of my life. As of yet, I haven't swallowed enough of my
pride to tell my mother that I should have listened to her.
I got the call about her accident yesterday after work. My brother
said that she was in intensive care and that things were touch and go
at this point. The car hit her head-on and smashed the front end of her
Cadillac to the windshield. She was on a respirator. No brain damage.
She could respond by squeezing fingers and wiggling toes, but her
eyes had not opened yet. Touch and go.
I've been driving since five this morning. Ten hours on the highway.
I'm tired and I feel dirty, like I haven't showered in days. I guess I
haven't. My eyes are straining through the rain assaulting my wind-
shield in forceful blows. And then the hospital materializes out of the
blur and splash of the gray world outside. St. John's Memorial. I was
born here. I came to St. John's when I had pneumonia in seventh
grade. I was sick for a week. I couldn't breathe or eat or talk. I even
had a tiny oxygen tent draped over my bed. Mom sat by me the whole
week. She brought me my homework. She held the water glass to the
hole in the front and poked the bendy straw through so I could drink.
She washed my hair. That's the one thing I really appreciated. No one
ever washes your hair in the hospital.
I park my car and hurry to the door. Rain covers me in great wet
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.....sheets and I am soaked by the time I reach the front door. I smell thesterile band-aid smell. My shoes squish up to the front desk.
"] need to find Susan White. What room?"
"Are you family?"
"I'm her daughter."
"Name?"
"Beth Harris-Beth White. Beth White."
"Okay, Ms. White. She's still in intensive care up on second floor.
Room 214."
"Thank you."
Intensive care is quiet. Uneasy almost. I still have rain dripping from
my hair into my eyes. My shoes squeak on the immaculate floors. Two
eleven, 212, 213. Room 214. My brother is there in the chair in the
corner, sleeping. He looks ragged. My mother is a small lump under the
sheets. She looks old and weak. There is no respirator.
My brother's eyes open as I enter the room. "Beth. You made it."
"Adam. How is she?"
"She opened her eyes, Beth. About an hour ago. She talked to me
a little. And she was taken off the respirator earlier today."
I walk over to him to hug him. "l'm sorry, Adam. I am so sorry."
"I know, Bethy. You're here now. Everything will be okay," he
wipes the tears from my cheeks. "You're soaking. Let me get you a
towel."
He returns from the bathroom with a fresh white towel. t begin to
wipe my face and neck, squeezing the wet from my hair. My mother
stirs a bit. A faint moan. She's bruised, and her arm is broken. Her lips
are chapped.
"Adam. Can I just be alone with her for a bit? Just a little while."
"Of course. I'll be in the lounge." He pauses. "It's good to see you,
Beth."
I move to the bed where my mother lies shrunken under the covers.
Everything is white. Her gown, the sheets, the bandages. I notice the
corner of the bed. The sheets are hanging out. My mother is motion-
less with the exception of the faint rhythm of her lungs. Silently, I flip
the sheets under the corner of the mattress and smooth them out. Not
the most beautiful hospital corner. It's the best-the least J can do.
J pull the chair up next to the bed and watch her breathe steadily, in
and out. In and out. I touch her hand. It's cold. I put her hand in mine
and hold it to my cheek. She still smells the same. Freesia. And her
nails are still perfectly trimmed. Gleaming and polished next to my
hangnails. I sit like this for a while. Then I feel a slight squeeze.
"You're here," she says barely whispering. She smiles a little.
"Yeah, Mom. I'm here."
"I'm sorry," she says faintly.
"Sorry? Sorry, for what?"
"For scaring you."
"No, Mom. I'm sorry. I should have been here ... I should have done
a lot of things."
"Elizabeth."
"Yeah?"
"Help me sit up."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, I want to see you."
I prop her battered body up on the pillows. She grunts and gri-
maces a little. And then she hugs me. Hard.
"My baby."
J don't say anything. I can't.
Once again, she's picked up where I left off.
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The funny thing about families is that we hand down everything.
And all that we hand down-s-our mannerisms, our routines, our green
eyes and freckles and that weird finger-bendy thing, our ways of
acting and deciding-ping-pong off each other until we can't even tell
who's holding the paddle anymore. And we talk in code. For example:
Dad is mad at Brother because he chose the state university rather
than the private one, so he's going to take away his financial support,
and now Sister can't talk to Brother lest Dad take her money, too. At the
heart of all the milieu is Mother, who only wants Dad to take the trash
out and wipe the dog's feet before he tracks all over the living room
rug.
"Pass the peas-careful now," Mom will say, but what she really
means is, "Honey, maybe you should rethink getting engaged so hast-
ily."
"I washed your car for you," Dad says, but what he really means is
"I'm paying the insurance on that thing-don't you forget."
But at the same time, we love. Brother gives Sister a ride to basket-
ball practice; Dad helps Brother with Algebra, Mom gets up at 5:30 to
iron everyone's clothes. Ping. Pong. Ping. Off the kitchen table. Off
the family Bible. Off Grandma's out-of-tune piano that no one will get
rid of. And, finally-unexpectedly-hand-me-downs ping-ponging off
my heart.
My own mother has always said, "There's nothing like the bond of
sisterhood."
I used to believe it.
I remember being so young I was still afraid of shadows and getting
tucked in. My little sister Jill and I slept in single beds across the room
from each other. We'd stay up bickering and fighting and, when we'd
hear Mom's telltale footsteps in the hall, we'd waste precious time and
air on "shh's." One time Mom took Jill from her bed and put her next to
me, in mine. She had us cup each other's hands.
"Now look at your sister," she'd say to us. I'd look at Jill, her saucer
eyes, her glossy wet lips, that protruding nose. She trusted me, in the
way little sisters do. Her hand felt right in mine.
"Do you love each other?" Mom said. Jill nodded, an immediate head
bob.
"Yes," I said finally, and saw Jill's little-sister-smile in the moonlight.
"Good," Mom said, and spent time on that wistful expression I'd
recognize years later to be her "I'm having a moment" look.
"l pray every night that you two will be the best of friends."
I've been peeling the layers of the demise of my mother's relation-
ship with her own little sister, my Aunt Becky. Dad's told me some
details. Mom's even admitted to some herself. I can't tell which details
I've been told and which I've filled in with my own imagination. Like
family mysteries tend to, it blurs in a watercolor too saturated with
emotion for the details to appear.
Family murmurs say Grandma was a jealous wife. If Grandpa
would come home late from town to their small two-story farmhouse,
weary from begging a loan or bartering farm equipment, she wouldn't
speak to him for months on end. Prone to hot Irish tempers, she'd
accuse him of infidelity in the living room during Lawrence Welk. At
meals, she'd set four places-for herself and their three children-
and Grandpa would have to get his own. Mom tells of arising early for
music practice and seeing him on the couch, trying to sleep, while
Grandma vacuumed the carpet threadbare beneath him. At the height
of her rage, Grandma would play her trump card-the threat of di-
vorce-and turn icily away as she let it destroy her children.
I have never experienced anything like what went on behind the
black shutters in the farmhouse of Mom's childhood, so all I can do is
imagine. I imagine it made-for-TV-movie-style, with my young girl
mother cowering in a corner of the upstairs with her little sister as the
shouting downstairs drowned out anything but the looming shadow of
fear. I imagine Mom asking questions and being silenced by Grandma's
stony farm-wife looks. I imagine Mom playing mama bird to my aunt,
comforting with soothing tones that now polish the riverbed stones of
my memory.
There's a picture of Mom and Becky on a tree swing, holding
kittens, smiling in tandem. It's summer, and I can almost feel girlhood
fun through the old snapshot. I imagine them playing hide-and-seek in
the grove and running wildly through corn mazes. I imagine them
wearing purple-checked gingham jumpers and bows, playing little-girl
games, and finding that the fabric of sisterly love is threaded by trust,
loyalty, and an indefinable bond that is singing clear harmonies and
laughing at the same jokes and talking just by holding hands.
When Grandma calls now, I know.
The phone rings; Mom answers in her normal homey alto, "Hello."
Pause. "Hi." "Yes." "Yes." "No, I was at the grocery store." She is no
longer mother and wife, but daughter, and her tone belies it with
defeated timbre. She gets off the phone and looks at me. I don't ask.
I know it was Grandma.
"Jill has a soccer game tonight."
"Yeah?"
"Did you want to-"
"No. I have other things to do."
"I think she'd really like it if-"
"Mom, no."
Having spent my childhood at my sister's side, I know the routine.
We'll be friends for awhile. We'll go to the mall, she'll tell me about her
current boyfriend, I'll tell her about grad school opportunities. Then I'll
let it dwindle. I'll be too busy to call. I'll spend time with friends I haven't
seen for a while. I'll need to concentrate on school more.
And what I'll really mean is, she's not important enough.
"Be kind to your sister," Mom says.
"I don't agree with her choices," I say.
"Love her despite them," she says.
"I do. It doesn't mean I have to hang out with her all the time."
And Mom's eyes always grow misty.
While in seventh grade, Becky was a track phenomenon, destined
to be a star in high school. One day she stayed late for hurdle practice.
The coach set the hurdles up backward and she fell, broke her leg, a
cast was put on it. The doctor set up an appointment with her and
went to Hawaii. The details here are sketchy; Mom doesn't talk about
it and Grandma only told me once.
Gangrene set in. The doctor was called, but he was in Hawaii. By
the time he saw her next, the infection had spiderwebbed its way to
the core of her leg, which was removed soon after.
I imagine Becky coming home from the hospital. She was thirteen,
an age awkward enough without a new physical handicap. I imagine
my quiet mother not knowing what to do, or how to ease the pain.
They shared a bedroom on the second floor, with single beds on
each side of the room-matching patchwork quilts and high rafters.
These were the same walls that had held their nights together as little
girls where, in the middle of the night, little arms wrapped around little
necks and whispering and cooing ensued. These were the walls that
now held two sisters, both helpless, both too used to hiding all the
feeling to say anything. Now it was different. Now Mom didn't know
how to whisper the space away.
And at the same time, we love. The reason Dad wanted Brother to
go to the private college was because he wanted him closer to home.
One time my siblings were goofing off with their arms tucked into
the same sleeve of their t-shirts.
"Look at me! My youngest sister said. "I don't have an arm."
"Don't joke about that," my mother snapped. "Ever."
We wheeled our heads in shock. She never used her voice like
that. The next comment was quiet:
"My sister is an amputee."
That was the first time I had ever heard my mother say the words
"my sister."
I don't know what happened. I've found out that when my mother
and aunt were in college in different towns, my aunt called my mom for
help about Grandma. A big, unnamed battle took place. For awhile
things were icy, but they starting thawing when grandkids appeared.
All I know of my aunt is what I've seen at holiday gatherings. She's
quiet, she's smart, she liked my tattoo and got one of her own. But
that's all. And she and Mom hug with stiff arms and puffy pats on the
back.
But at the same time, we love. The only reason Mom doesn't
want a hasty marriage is because she doesn't want to see her
baby hurt.
Jill's trusting little-sister eyes still appear sometimes. For my
last birthday, she gave me a card that read, "Hey, worthy goddess
of unequaled coolness!" In her own familiar hand, she wrote, "I am
looking forward to knowing you like a sister should," and reading it
still makes my eyes misty. When we talk now, it's with authenticity.
It's with warmth. And sometimes we smile in tandem.
Recently I dreamed that my aunt and I were running on asphalt,
she with her wretched gait and me with my lithe one. We were
running from something dark, foreboding, indefinable. Perhaps it
was the family begotten ness, the history and mystery that lies just
beneath the surface of the family skin, infecting and causing little
bumps and discoloration. It chased like a wave does, 'falling and
ready to gulp us down in one smooth-muscled contraction. OUf
bodies pinballed against each other in a stilted ricochet dance; we
racked elbows and breathed heavy. Finally my leg muscles gave
out, exhausted, and my foot shot out in front of my aunt, knocking
her artificial limb off and onto the asphalt, where it scratched
against gravel and lay like a discarded Barbie doll leg, bent and
plastic. Stricken, I stopped and watched my aunt, helpless, bound
haphazardly on one limb until, finally, she fell and let gravity suck
her into the ground. Her body was a still jigsaw piece, her head
down, unmoving.
I was weeping then, torn by her effort. This quiet, regal woman.
This woman who watches with amusement, hands folded, at Christ-
mas dinners. This woman who walks smooth and beautiful and
deer-like. And now I had caused her strife. I had caused her
undoing. And r let the evil, rolling C¥1 its way, swallow me. Because
I had seen enough of what I had caused.
So I must love. I must stop talking in code. I must break the
chain, find other surfaces to ping and pong off of. I must prevent
infectious spiderwebbing. I must hand down not the old, but the
new.
I could claim being begotten and blame my mother, but I don't.
My story doesn't have to be my mother's. Being the begotten does
not mean I must be the begetter. So Mom's story is just part of the
patchwork-the hand-me-down, defaulted, purple-checked ging-
ham square she's so gingerly cut out and given to me, in hopes that
I know how to make my own quilt.
When the Rain Fell
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I remember that summer as the hottest and
driest of my childhood. Most Texan summers
are unbearable, but that August it seemed like
U God was paying us back for all the times we'd
ever skipped church, lied to our parents, or
made faces behind the teacher's back. All
the grass dried up and faded into a dull brown
color that bored the eye with its ugly monotony.
The well outside of our house nearly ran dry,
and the water that did come out always tasted
like dust. We wondered if Hell could be any
worse.
That year, our Sunday School teacher was
a man named Mr. Reynolds, who was so nice
that he could never say anything bad about
another person. One time the Reverend even
asked him about the Devil and Mr. Reynolds
said, "Well, at least he's always on the job."
Whenever Mr. Reynolds taught, sweat
poured down his face like a river that flowed
into a waterfall over his chin. I don't know if
teaching six children between the ages of 8
and 12 made him nervous, or if the lack of a
window to give a breeze in the small back
room of our country church made him per-
spire from the moment we prayed until we
passed the collection plate around. Or maybe,
we used to speculate, he had a secret so bad
and terrible that being in church made him
sweat from sheer terror of hell flames. What-
ever the reason, Mr. Reynolds used up three
whole handkerchiefs every class period just
mopping his forehead. His handkerchiefs
were all the same-made out of a solid black
cotton cloth that Mrs. Reynolds had bought on
wholesale three autumns before because she
was too stingy to buy anything nice. Mr.
Reynolds kept his handkerchiefs in a plastic
box on the Sunday School table. A pale girl
named Rachel Carlson, who had the reputa-
tion of being a teacher's pet, had given him
that box the Christmas before. It had hideous
pictures of flowers and ladies wearing big
wigs and funny dresses on it, but Mr. Reynolds
was so nice that he just said ''Thank you, Miss
Carlson," and used it anyway.
During that hot August we had nothing to
do but sit around and think up mischief. That
was the summer that we let Mrs. Bates' cow
out of the pasture so it wandered into Mrs.
Hughes' flower garden and ate up half of her
posies. They never spoke to each other again.
It was also the summer that we stole Rever-
end Watson's sermon notes from his study
so he had to preach a sermon on damnation
that he had memorized. But the most memo-
rable one was done to Mr. Reynolds.
We got to church early that Sunday morn-
ing, me and Tommy Fisher and his little brother
Mark, telling our parents that we were going
to clean up the room for Mr. Reynolds. The
grownups smiled and talked about how con-
siderate we were to help that poor man out.
Lord knew he needed all the help he could get
with a wife like that. We grinned and said
"Yes, ma'am," and took off running. The sky
was beginning to cloud over and the dark
clouds held a rain that we hoped would come
later that day. But now it was just hot in that
kind of oppressive heat that happens before
God lets loose the waters from his stores. It
was so hot all of our Sunday suits were
soaked through by the time we got to the white
clapboard church, but we didn't care.
We scurried around to the back and opened
the door that led to our Sunday School room.
It was no bigger than a closet, really, and
barely held the table and seven chairs around
it. A mirror hung on the back of the door, left
over from the Christmas play when the women
had used our classroom to dress in. Pictures
of Jesus praying with a circle of light around
his face and the disciples at the Last Supper
tried to brighten the windowless room. And
on the table sat Mr. Reynolds' box of handker-
chiefs.
Tommy reached into his pocket and pulled
out the inkwell he had taken from school the
week before. He grinned impishly and put it
on the table next to the box of handkerchiefs.
"Hey, will this come off? I mean, do you
know how much trouble we'd be in if we made
him black forever?" I asked.
"Of course it comes off," Tommy said in-
dignantly. "I tried it on my hand just last night.
J had to pour lots of water on it and some
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March-weather Day
You, Illy March-weather day,
You descend from flight,
Stirring the cloudless blue,
Spilling wind on my face
With your liquid wings
You corne in caprice,
Drowning winter hum
With your melty whispers
And sunbathed songs
You tease me unaware,
Sending me reeling,
Sun-pricked and breeze-bent
Byyour mad whimsy
You depart too soon,
Leaving my january
As you found it,
Stilled and tuneless
Oh you, Illy March-weather day Amanda Magnuson
soap, but it came right off."
So we took out all six black handkerchiefs,
dipped them into the ink, and blew on them to
dry them. We laughed quietly, saying, "Can
you imagine how he'll look? I can't wait for
Sunday School today!" After the ink dried,
we carefully folded the handkerchiefs and put
them back in the box. We snuck out of the
room and joined our parents just in time to sing
"Holy, Holy, Holy." All throughout Reverend
Watson's droning sermon on Noah and the
ark and the flood and God killing the whole
world, we shot mischievous glances across
the church to the Reynolds' pew where Mr.
Reynolds sat carefully watching the Rever-
end and Mrs. Reynolds sat carefully watch-
ing the other women to scowl at their extrava-
gant Sunday clothes. Finally, we passed the
collection plate and scrambled out of our pews
to the Sunday School room.
The three of us were the first ones there,
even before Rachel Carlson. Soon the others
came and took their accustomed seats as we
waited for Mr. Reynolds, who had to count
the collection money because he was a dea-
con. He arrived, already beginning to sweat,
and greeted us. "Good morning, class."
"Good morning, Mr. Reynolds." We prayed
and began our lesson.
"The rain falls on the just and the unjust,
our Lord said. Grace. Grace for all. Even
those who don't deserve it." He opened the
lid to the box and we sat on the edges of our
seats. "Does anyone know what grace is?"
He pulled a handkerchief out.
Rachel's hand went up.
"Yes, Miss Carlson?" He unfolded the black
cloth.
"It's a free gift that we don't deserve."
"Very good." He put the handkerchief up
to his forehead and rubbed it back and forth.
Black ink, moistened by his sweat, smeared
all over his forehead and ran down his
cheeks. Boys began to snicker and Rachel
began to cry. He continued to mop his face
until it looked like a hideous mask of black-
ness, as dark as the Hanson's hired boy.
"What's going on, children?" At that mo-
ment he turned and saw his reflection in the
mirror. His eyes grew sad and he sat quietly
for several long minutes. "If you'll excuse me,
class, I need to go outside," he said.
We sat silently as he rose from his chair,
opened the door, and stepped out into the
darkness of the cloudy day. Rachel's cries
grew louder and our faces became masks of
redness. We'd never felt sorry for a joke
before, but something about Mr. Reynold's
eyes had us squirming in our seats. It was
kind of like how I expected to feel on Judge-
ment Day-all sorry and scared and nervous
at the-same time.
"Well, we've got to do something," I finally
said. The three of us stood and went to the
door. Outside, Mr. Reynolds was standing
looking up at the clouds, not saying a word.
Some of the ink had gotten on his hands,
getting into his hair when he rubbed it and
on his suit when he touched it. We didn't
know what to sayar do, but we walked
toward him-it seemed the only thing we
could do. We looked at each other, trying
to decide who was to speak, to try to ex-
plain, to ask what our punishment was.
After some pushing, I stepped forward and
started to clear my throat.
"I forgive you, boys," he said without
looking at us or hearing us speak. Then he
turned his face to us and smiled the same
smile that he always had smiled, no differ-
ent. We tried to think of words to say, but
what could you say to something like that?
It reminded me of Mr. Reynold's words about
the just and the unjust, and for the first
time I realized which one I was.
At that minute the loud sound of thun-
der echoed and the rain began to pour. It
poured down like it hadn't done all summer,
hard and fast. People came out from all
corners of the church and stared up at the
sky, an insane kind of joy on their faces,
Children tried to catch drops on their
tongues.
Mr. Reynolds tilted his head to the
clouds and the blackness washed away.
Mr. Reynolds smiled and the rain fell.
In Defense of Warm Weather
Summer.
Bare feet
Bare toes-
And freedom.
Freedom from the confines of socks and shoes
Freedom to skim silently over dew-cooled grass
To sink into the crumbling soil of the garden
And SQuish through mud puddles
Created by the sprinkler there,
Freedom fo wander at night
Soaking in the sun's warmth
Througll the smooth pavement of the sidewalk,
And to propel the front porch swing
With the effort of a single toe.
Susanne D. Stahl
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To Greet the Rain
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Time and space are connected in raindrops.
Since creation, the earth has been watered
by the same rain cycle. Warm air rises, taking
moisture pulled from the lakes and rivers and
the ground itself along on its upward journey
toward the cool air high in the atmosphere
Some of the vapor envelops tiny bits of dust
that live in the clouds, and droplets are formed;
the rest of the vapor freezes into tiny ice crys-
tals. The droplets attach themselves to the
crystals-swarms of droplets for every crys-
tal-until they become snowflakes. When the
snowflakes grow too heavy, they drip from
the cloud-c-on their descent, melt into raindrops
that fill the lakes and rivers and ground, where
they wait to be lifted skyward again. The rain
that falls on Orange City today is made up of
water that rained on the dinosaurs that roamed
Africa in another age. Each miniscule drop is
a testimony of the intricacy and vastness of
God's great plan.
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spite the storm, inviting the clean smell of wet
earth indoors. I slid into my place at the table in
the middle of a conversation about muddy cars,
frizzy curls, and soggy socks. My ears were
more carefully tuned to lashing water and roar-
ing thunder than to my friends' complaints, so it
came as a surprise to me when my cheerful
"Isn't it a beautiful day?" was met with a bom-
bardment of airborne cheetos. I guess not
everyone likes rain.
For every farmer that touches wilted corn
stalks and prays that drought will end, a soft-
ball team crosses their arms and shakes their
heads at the clouds. For every child that hops
through the puddles, a mother sighs at muddy
footprints on her floor. For every robin that
sings in its God-sent shower, a cat sulks un-
der the porch.
IV
I took a walk one misty October night with
thoughts heavier than fog weighing down on
my shoulders, and tears dripped from trees,
blending with my own. It started to drizzle
again, and I stood in a cold circle beamed down
from the streetlight and asked God why? Why
must' stumble up a foothill just to be con-
fronted with a mountain? And why, God, why,
when aliI want is to laugh, why the rain?
It was an odd week. I am a klutz by nature,
but that week I could have upstaged all three
stooges with one hand tied behind my back. I
bumbled sentences, tripped up stairs, walked
into wrong classrooms ... I even managed to
baptize my hair with half a glass of apple juice.
Generally, I don't count embarrassment among
my blessings. The funny thing is, that week I
laughed. Not only did I laugh, everyone around
me laughed. The girls on my wing gathered to
hear more tales of Amanda's Hilarious Humllia-
ticn, and budding friendships blossomed like
May flowers. It was good.
V
Sometimes bad things happen. Fathers lose
their jobs. Mothers grow depressed. Little
children starve. Planes crash into buildings.
War ravages lands and people. The poor get
poorer, the lame grow lamer, the blind also go
deaf. Sometimes it feels like God has given up,
is sitting back while we splutter and gasp as
we sink in a raging sea of tribulation-lightning
striking all around.
Sometimes I find myself wondering how He
could let so much pain exist. I wonder if at
those times I am like the second baseman that
gripes about the rain that is giving life to the
grass on the outfield. I have always been the
type of person who will fling my arms wide
and dance in the April showers, even if I had
planned to picnic that day. I want my faith to be
like that too.
VI
My grandpa was the sort of person who
saw the bright side of things, even when the
sun was masked with storm clouds. One sum-
mer day long ago, I joined the cats that custom-
arily tagged along with Grandpa as he went
about his evening cattle chores. Grandpa and
Grandma's farm sits on a hill, where the Ne-
braska wind keeps everything in constant
swaying motion; but the cedar trees that lined
the lane were in an unaccustomed state of
inertia that day. The air was so heavy with
humidity you could almost hold it in your hand,
and it smelled strongly of green alfalfa. Sud-
denly, the wind picked up, and in the distance,
thunder grumbled. Grandpa, one strong hand
wrapped around a seven-gallon bucket handle,
the other around my own small hand, paused
to look at the sky.
"Grandpa, where does thunder come
from?"
Grandpa gave my hand a little squeeze; his
twinkling blue eyes met mine.
"That's the sound of those ornery angels
up in heaven rolling potatoes across a bridge."
"Oh." I considered it for a moment, my eyes
roving the corn-carpeted hills, the ominous
clouds butting heads in the darkening sky
above, and my grandpa's face, creased from
years of smiles.
"Why would they want to do that?"
The corners of grandpa's mouth twitched.
"You're the eat's whiskers," he said.
That afternoon, I knelt at the living room win-
dow, watching the streaks of rain race each
other down the windowpanes. Though the
heavens were slinging hail that would bruise
tender daylilies, not to mention the corn; though
the alfalfa that was waiting to be dried in the
sun was instead getting soaked; though the
sky flashed and thunder roared; that afternoon
Grandpa and I laughed about all the fun those
silly angels were having. I stayed there a long
time, mesmerized.
VII
Years later, I stand at another window, mes-
merized still. Campus is awake now, and the
sidewalks are dotted with people. They slog
through the flooded street, step around
puddles. The rain that is refreshing the thirsty
world will also leave students squirming through
7:45 classes in wet jeans. Some people hurry
by, hunch-shouldered, eyes fixed on their mud-
splattered shoes. A few walk with a spring in
their step-they lift their faces heavenward
and greet the rain.
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r have been thinking about rain all morning.
The sporadic pitter-patter of drops on the win-
dowpane pulled me from slumber even before
my alarm clock came to jangling life. 1pulled
the blanket over my head but even still could
hear the incessant plip! plip! plip! of raindrops
hitting the window; the steady murmur of tides
of water falling on the street, the building, the
grass. The song of rain lured me to the win-
dow, and so I left my warm cocoon of blan-
kets and drew the blind. The sky today is a
soft sagging dove gray. The clouds are send-
ing little glass beads to adorn the trees; the
leaves quiver with delight at the gift. It has
been raining for a while, and everything but
the sun is shining - parked cars are shining,
the grass is shining, even the pavement
shines. Curtains of water veil the familiar view;
this morning the world is ethereal, beautiful.
I remember rainy days passed. I remem-
ber puddle jumping after a spring rain with
Amanda and Sarah Rhoades when I was five.
I remember sitting on the footstool with a stack
of Boxcar Children books while a hot summer
rain pounded on the roof. I remember my first
glimpse of the Rocky Mountains, cloud
shrouded, with a double rainbow arcing
through the few tardy raindrops. I like rain.
III
I remember one rainy day when I was a
sophomore in high school. In that eerie light of
a summer storm, the hospital-green tile floor
and yellow cinderblock walls of the cafeteria
took on a soft luster. The wind blew from the
east, so the west windows were open de-
Winter Night
The boy lay alone atop the tightly packed
snow mound, alone as his heavy breath col-
lected before his face in grayish puffs. In the
distance a withered nun appeared from the
chapel door and flipped her hood over her
head, tying the drawstring tight beneath her
chin. Her faded blue parka clung to her feeble
frame like a secondhand shroud, protecting
her from worldly snares. Her stout legs were
exposed to the unforgiving wind save for the
taupe stockings she wore beneath her holy
uniform. The boy squinted and recognized the
stooped woman. Sister Margaret, he mumbled.
For all the souls in purgatory, he thought. He
felt like heaving a big ball of snow at her, the
hardest snow with a core of ice like the ball of
gray matter entombed in her skull. Purgatory,
he thought. The pallid boy removed the thick
black glove from his right hand. He brought the
open end of it to his nose and inhaled deeply
the bitter mix of sweat and cotton, the scent of
wintry exertion. He savored the odd fragrance
but knew that it was gross. Holding the glove
in his left hand, he touched his frigid bare hand
to his pink burning cheek. His eye gently closed
when his finger reached the purpled bruise
beneath his left eye. His stiff finger felt warm
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against the exposed skin of his chubby face. It
was a humongous snowball, he thought. This
little weasel yelled my name and when I turned
around he threw it dead at my face. They'll
believe it, he thought, as he lay against the
unforgiving snow, the unwavering blanket of
desolate millennia. Dad won't care, he thought.
Above him the stars grew bright and multi-
plied and smoke from the chapel chimney slith-
ered into the sharp night air. He wiped the snot
from his upper lip and strained his belly to sit
himself up. 0 holy night the stars are brightly
shiiiiiiiining, he sang meekly to himself and to
the celestial throng that lit the vacant school
grounds.
He walked with a slow and curious air past
the school building. A light still glowed in his
classroom. Goodnight Father Jenkins, he
thouqht, goodnight. For the hardened souls and
heavy hearts, he thought. He trudged up the
hill. Tall bare trees like petrified skeletons lined
the street on his right. Dimly lit houses stood on
his left. He heard a dog barking in one of the
backyards along the row. The big dog, he
thought, the shit eater. Ruff ruff ruff, barked
the dog. Hawooooooo, the boy replied. Ruff
ruff ruff, warned the dog. Step step step, went
Waiting
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the boy. He took three staccato steps and
stopped. Marching to the tune of the shit-eat-
ing dog, the hungry boy ascended the hill. Step
step step. Pause. Ruff ruff ruff. Step step step.
Pause. Ruff ruff ruff. Step step step. He halted
beneath the lamppost on the end of the block.
Of the three lampposts lining the street, only
this one was lit. He stood beneath the sullen
radiance and looked up, tilting his neck until his
skull pressed upon his shoulders, exposing his
throat to the howling night. He swiftly wiped
the snot that ran to his upper lip before it could
reach his mouth. The glove's fingers were
crusted with a sad day's worth of winter snot.
Standing in the somber glow, the weary boy
assessed his dejection. They never laughed at
me before. I shouldn't hit. But he deserved it.
They wilt all say I started it. And then the light
from the lamp went out. Now none of the lamps
were shining. He watched a stream of fluid
smoke leak from the next house into the ocean
of night. He liked the smell of fireplaces, the
smell of the winter night so full of stroganoff
and firewood and car exhaust. He resumed
his march. Step step step pause. Step step
step pause. A thrilllill of hope, he sang. A thriillllllill
of hope.
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The dog wanted to play. All morning she
lay in her cool spot under the porch, curly head
resting on curly black paws. She was waiting
for the happy slap of the screen door followed
by the patter of the boy's feet on the boards
above her. Finally, the screen door sighed open,
but it didn't bang shut. Finally, there were feet
on the boards above, but they were heavy
and sluggish, as if someone had put on shoes
that were too big. But the dog knew it was the
boy anyway and she slid on her belly under
the white lattice dressed in morning glories and
bounded up the steps.
The boy was just standing still, hands
tucked in pockets, eyes focused on his shoes.
The dog put her paws on the boy's knees. She
tugged his shoelaces with her teeth. She tried
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to lick his face. But the boy shoved her away.
The boy stomped off the porch. The dog
made tentative wags with her tail, but she didn't
follow him.
The boy plopped down on his swing under
the oak tree, but he didn't swing. He just sat
there, glaring at nothing in particular. Creeping
jennies twisted round the trunk of the tree,
wringing the life from it. The boy got up and
began to yank at them. He ground the torn
vines into the dirt with his feet. The smell of
crushed green hung faintly in the air. The dog
twitched her nose.
Cars began to arrive. Husbands in clean
shirts opened the doors for their wives, then
stood in the yard, not knowing where to look,
or if maybe they should comment on the
•
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weather or something. The watery-eyed wives
took their casseroles and sympathetic hugs
into the kitchen where the boy's mother and
sisters sat.
One of the men saw the boy. He put his
hand on the boy's shoulder comfortingly and
said something in a low, serious voice, but the
boy twisted away. The boy went round the
back side of the house. The dog got off the
porch and followed him there. The dog still
wanted to play, but the boy was sitting still on
the grass, his knees curled to his chest and his
head buried in his arms. So she silently laid
down beside him, her curly black head touch-
ing his side, and waited.
_.
haiku, hatched • Wales
boy cradles a kite
as he runs, claiming
its flight as his
wind on Tenby beach
supports my leaning,
pushes me back
fallen blossoms
litter the engraved.
blanket the gray
farm dog's cry
echoes over the hills, asks
if t can be trusted
dung-dodging
between hedges, I look up
suddenly. cows
styrofoam cup
caught in the hedge-
catches rain, shivers
little girls with umbrellas
fly off the bus station ledge-
giggle, have another go
blue bird alights
on the monkey puzzle tree -
the blue sings to me
tattooed man
digs for change, stoops
to shoulder grocery bags
he reaches
for her shaking hand
and steadies me
sea wind whistles
shrill in the spiral
of my notebook
accordion man bows
toward coins, looks up as I give
in passing
Sarah L Yoder
The Importance of
Reading Earnest
"l am of those who like to stay late at the cafe. With all those who
do not want to go to bed. With all those who need a light for the night."
I must have read that Hemingway quote a hundred times. It looms
down at me from above the fridge behind the counter. The place is
nearly abandoned. It's just me and the guy behind the counter, as
usual. He's there like he always is, blandly flipping the pages of a
magazine that he's not really reading. And I am here like I always am,
tapping my fingers to the buzz of the ceiling fan.
It's not even hot. It's raining. The drops plunk out their rhythm on
the street like vagrant musicians. And I listen to them, and the inces-
sant buzz, and the fiipping page, and the tapping foot. Just like I
always do.
I am of those who like to stay late. I am and so is the man behind the
counter. His eyes roll my way, but I'm too thoroughly unmotivated to
pretend to do something else. So I stare at him and he at me. I tap my
foot; he flips his page. Then I sigh. And sip my coffee.
And so it goes. Night after night. I close down the joint with the
man behind the counter. I've never said more than two words to him.
He's never said anything to me. But I'm not here for the conversation.
I am a woman of few words, as they say. I am a woman of few
anything, actually. I've got a place of my own, a bed, toilet, a few
books, no Hemingway though, and no phone. No job either. Never
been too good at keeping one of those.
I write, but nothing very good, and not very often. I tried the
newspaper thing once, but deadlines kept sneaking up on me and
clubbing me on the head. I was let go. 1 did a food column once, too.
Got paid to go to restaurants and eat and tell about what I ate. The
food always tasted like crap though, so I wrote that. I was let go from
there, too. That was my last job. Now I'm looking down the barreJ of
a six-month dry period.
So, I come here.
"Can I get a refill, please?" My coffee is gone.
The man behind the counter pauses mid-flip and considers a mo-
ment. Why, I don't know. I just want a refill. He grabs the coffee pot
from the warmer behind him and turns and sets it on the counter. Then
he looks at me, no expression, turns back to his magazine and flips the
page. The little prick. I pull myself out of the chair and head for the
door.
"You don't have to leave."
He speaks!
I turn and ask "What?" with my eyes.
"Don't leave." His voice is like gravel. But he smiles. A crooked,
cracked smile.
"What?" I say this time out loud. "Why?"
"You never leave this early."
"You wouldn't get me more coffee."
"Maybe you should come up here and get it."
1raise an eyebrow, then roll my eyes. I turn to leave again, pulling
my gray hooded sweatshirt over my shoulders.
"What do you have to go home to?"
I stop. And turn slowly.
He continues, "What are you going for? You don't have anything
else."
"What would you know about that?"
"I know a lot more than you think," he says with a laugh and that
patronizingly crooked smile. 1hate him. He pushes his magazine aside
as if he is readying himself for the impending battle.
I load my weapon.
"You know nothing about me."
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"I do." He leans forward and smiles, really big. Straight, white teeth
in that crooked smile! I really hate him.
"You've never even spoken to me before. What could you possibly
know about me?" I say pulling my sweatshirt closer around me. Jerk.
Him and his big white teeth and greasy, shaggy hair. And his untucked
blue T-shirt. Definitely a nutcase.
"I know that you drink your coffee black. And you must work
someplace where you don't have to be there early because you're
always here late. Later than everybody."
I open my mouth to shoot.
"And I know that you read. You usually have a book with you. A
copy of Great Expectations the other day, wasn't it? Tennis shoes,
jeans and T-shirts. No frills. Or no money. Not many friends. You must
not be married. You wouldn't be here so much and stay so late if you
were."
Who does this fruitcake think he is?
I take aim and ask him. "Who do you think you are?"
"Name's Sean."
"I don't care about your name, buddy. I mean are you some kind of
lunatic or something?"
"Just observant."
"Just because you observe me or stalk me or whatever you do
doesn't mean you know me."
"Yeah, but I was close. Come on, I was close, wasn't I?"
"No," I say. I cross my arms and shift slightly. I despise him. Jloathe
him. "I don't have a job. You were wrong." 1 turn to leave. Why did I
tell him that? He doesn't need to know things like that! I've just given
private information to an obvious psychopath. A psychopath with blue
eyes that crinkJe with that crooked smile.
"Work for me."
"No," I say over my shoulder.
"Why not?"
I turn back ready to fire at my verbal assailant. "You're insane.
That's why. You're a freak."
"If I'm such a freak, why do you stay here by yourself all the time?"
I'm silent. He doesn't deserve an answer. Him and his slightly
raised eyebrow.
"Work for me."
"No."
I'm not working for that lunatic. Not a chance.
"Are you being difficult on purpose or do you really not want a job?"
I cross my arms and tap my foot and stare at the board with the
Hemingway spilled across it.
"You like that quote, don't you?"
"What?"
"It fits you. It's from 'A Clean, Well-Lighted Place."
"I know that. I read."
'That's my favorite story of his."
"Good for you," I say, but I don't tell him that I like the story, too.
"So, you're coming to work tomorrow?"
"I'm not coming in early."
"Fine. You like to stay up late. You're like me."
"I am not."
I'm really leaving now. He's not going to just smile at me and per-
suade me with that deep, scratchy voice of his. No way.
"Wait. Before you go-here."
He tosses me a worn copy of A Fareweff to Arms. Hemingway.
"See you tomorrow."
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For Amanda
First, be aware that this all began the day you went to kindergarten.
You, your sister Nanette, and your parents formed a prayer circle and
your father prayed for eightyhundred hours. At one point your elbow
itched, so you opened your eyes to scratch it and saw Nanette watch-
ing the dog lick himself.
When your father was done, you lifted your regal head and said,
"Nanette had her eyes open. I saw."
Your father's face wound up an angry red after some nice
chameleonizing and he said, "That means you did, too."
"Richard," your mother said to him, and he ducked, coughed into his
fist, and frowned his way to the bathroom, where he spent a lot of
mornings. (For a long time you thought "Richard" meant "go to the
bathroom," so one time you didn't make it out of your snowsuit in time
because you kept saying to your second grade teacher, "I gotta Rich-
ard. I gotta Richard," and she wouldn't undo the zipper) .
Nanette fed stuff from her nose to the dog, and it was just you and
your mother at the front door. She took a golden hairbrush from the
pocket of her apron and said,
"Before we go, Darling, you must brush your hair one hundred
times. You never know when you could meet Prince Charming." You
did it. But your dog's name was Prince, and you were confused.
Now, you marvel at the irony of the princes and contemplate exer-
cising. Instead, you brush your hair. You see the young man with boils
on his face from the cafeteria. You see him because he's standing
below your window with a bouquet of daisies. You blink. Nope, he's
just walking by. Silly you.
Second, know that seventh grade was a turning point. It was the
point where you turned and turned and turned in little circles, forever,
and then sat down fast and felt the silent world tilt around you. Confu-
sion reigned. Nobody knew what was going on. To make it worse,
seventh grade was when your whole life smelled like a locker room.
Remember that your father did a lot of angry chameleon stuff then
because you spent a day in detention. Remember that you spent a day
in detention because you gave Kim Baker a bloody nose. Remember
that you gave Kim Baker a bloody nose because she stole your sister's
bib overalls from the locker room and wore them the next day.
Remember learning about the metric system and wondering why
Americans didn't just switch over already, it'd be a lot easier. Remem-
ber that everyone was measuring then. Robbie Gills talked about
seeing his sister's breasts. Lance and the boys that sat in the back of
Language Arts laughed at how big your butt was when you got up to
read. Jim was too tall. Lisa was too short. Leroy had facial hair
already and scared you. Mrs. Sanders told you that Ms. Hasswuck
was living in sin with a guy named Tony. He had a ponytail. The boys
thought he was cool. Then again, they thought the locker room smelled
good.
You had your first boyfriend, for two days. Remember his name.
Remember his name. You try now, as you sit in the library. You can't.
Tapioca pudding, you think. Mittens. "For the Lord is good." Multiplica-
tion problems. Matthew McConaughey in a cowboy hat. What was his
name? Through the window you see your most recent ex walking
with a mouse they say is "really nice." He looks up. You look down. He
inclines his head to listen to her. It's familiar. You should have caught
his eye. You should have winked. You should have made him remem-
ber.
You're more confused now than you ever have been. You chalk it
up to Randy from last year. Randy who wooed you with flowers and
candlelight. You went to a play together. His body slanted into you as
you watched side-by-side in the balcony, and all you could think about
was making out. Afterward, his hand guided you into his car. You
drove to your place. Together you talked about the play, but you
thought about making out. You watched his mouth. He watched your
chest. All systems go, you thought, and prepared for take oft.
He said, "Sorry to break the moment. I have to go to the bathroom."
Yeah you do, you thought. The door closed behind him and you went
into overdrive.
Prepare for countdown. You put something honeyed and long on
the stereo. You turned the lights off. You gnashed at a breath mint in
order to get it down before he returned.
Man your stations. You tried eight ways of positioning yourself on
the couch of love. Too whorehouse. Too churchy. Too Liza Minelli in
Cabaret. You settled for milky and ribbony, with a hint of lounge. You
were a goddess. You were irresistible. You were the port-a-potty
with toilet paper.
Roger that. Let's go.
He opened the door and in the dim light you saw his pancake face
expunge something gaseous.
"What's going on?" he said in a muppet voice. You froze. Too much
lounge.
"What."
"Uh.
Turned out he wanted to wait until marriage. To hold hands.
You curse him now, because it's Monday morning after a lush
weekend, and someone must be cursed. You open the email window.
There's a message from the campus crush-monger, a hunky squeaky-
clean introvert with a brooding glance that pummels your mind's eye
between awake and sleep every night.
Read it. Read it again, this time without consonants. Read it upside
down. Translate it into French, German, and pig latin. Print it off, cut it
into tiny triangles with your manicure scissors, and chew on it until it's
soggy. Then let it dry and paste it together with hair spray.
It still says the same thing. He wants to go out. Your shirt feels
damp and you notice it's soaked from where you've been drooling on it
for the past half-hour. Put a hand out in a half-hearted attempt to close
your jaw. It stays that way. You'll have to fix that before he comes
over.
You go out for coffee, and every time he looks at you over his
foamy cup, your legs tingle with all the huzzah of a circus upon first
viewing. He laughs a lot at your witty banter. You do the eye thing you
saw on Oprah one time, you use the smile that worked on whets-his-
name in seventh grade. You think of your mother's apron. His knee
touches yours under the table. You feel a wall of red shooting from the
back of your head to your face and you whisper, "Richard."
In the bathroom, pluck what shouldn't be there, reveal what isn't
quite there, and cover up what is unfortunately there. You return to the
table and his dimples are sparkling at you. Before you can stop it, you
feel the drool make a little puddle in the place you just revealed. There's
fairy music coming from somewhere. Wonder if you're in a Meg Ryan
movie.
You get back to the apartment and your noodley roommate accosts
you.
"How'd it go?"
"Fine."
"Good?"
"Yeah."
"Well?"
"Well what?"
"Quit talking at me like I'm your mother." She keeps poking you with
her crochet hook, and you're filled with pity.
"It was dreamy. His hands kept shaking."
"You know you make the next move, don't you?"
"What? No I don't."
"Yes you do. He sent the invite out, now you have to force the mice
to make your dress."
"Funny."
She pokes you again. "Would you say your feelings have multi-
plied?"
"I wouldn't say they've multiplied. I'd say they've multiplied."
As you fall into a marshmallowy slumber that night, realize you
forgot to brush your hair.
Rein-in your heart for a good two weeks as he dons the chivalry
crown. Watch him squirm as he chokes out his feelings. Tear-up
when he gives you an airbrushed rendering of the two of you, wrapped
in funny papers. Let your roommate talk about how beautiful your
children would be. Entertain the idea of him touching you. Entertain the
idea of touching him. Then, on account of all the touching, decide it's
an Angelina Jolie film, not Meg Ryan.
Finally, use your roommate's crochet hook to flay the skin above
your left breast, exposing your heart. Take it out with care and lay it on
wax paper. Use the manicure scissors to cut it into little triangles. Then
hand them to him, piece by piece, until he has the whole thing. Hope
he'll know enough to use something stronger than hair spray to patch
it together.
Wait three days. Eat some chocolate. Avoid your mother's phone
calls. Wait three more days. Wonder if he's using voodoo on your
heart. Then, on a rainy day, come back from class and see a note on
the door. It's your heart, in pieces, on notebook paper. Keen. Drink a
fruit punch Jack Daniel's Cooler. Drink another. Drink another. Stand
on the crochet hook and turn forever in circles, crying.
Call your mother.
Say, "He was a charming prince." Wait for her to answer.
"Your hair looks nice these days," she says with syrup.
"Is Dad there?"
"He's in the bathroom."
Drink another Cooler. Wonder what it would be like to brush your
teeth with soot. Hate Angelina Jolie for being voluptuous. Contemplate
working out. then eat some more chocolate. Call Nanette, who is
pregnant but not married.
"It's your sister," you say, sobbing.
"WhaT
"Your sister."
"Sorry, she's not here."
Put the phone down and wonder what it would be like to bathe in
soot. Notice that it's always you in these circumstances. Wonder if
Boil Boy would find you attractive. Seethe.
Look out the window for something to measure. See a couple
walking by who have known each other for a week and are engaged.
They're twelve. Try to be happy for them. Try. Try. Tapioca pudding.
Mittens. "For the Lord is good." Matthew McConaughey in a cowboy
hat. Multiplication problems.
In order to see out, press your nose to the pane. Think, maybe it's
like multiplication tables in third grade. Forever, nobody gets it. For-
ever, you dread it. Forever, you hate the system. Then, one day when
Robbie Gills hands out treats, a gong rings in some ethereal multiplica-
tion universe, and you all get it at once. You've forgotten why you kept
trying all that time. Maybe because after multiplication came division.
Hear an opera singer. Peer through the rain and see Boil Boy
beneath your window, belting an aria. Blink. He's still there. Blink
again. Nope, he's just walking by. Oh, you. Silly you.
when she comes
when she comes
she will come in blue
with broken wings
and misty eyes
and we will talk of flying
falling light on a Sigh
when she comes
when she comes
she will come in disguise
I will call her by the wrong name
and we will laugh
scared of secrets
checking passwords
when she comes
when she smiles
she will tempt flashbulbs
in my head
to burn up my film
and develop things fast
/
'ust in case right at midnight
she eaves just one slipper
that would fit anyone
when she smiles
when she laughs
she will melt glaciers
with her sound
she will echo
in whatever frozen organ
my soul's been hiding
she will giggle like sunshine
and snort like snowsteps
when she laughs
when she gets mad
she'll get mad in duet
her and her other self
who dresses in red
argue soft in the shower
with the shampoo and rag
rinsing off mudsling
and nursing split ends
when she gets mad
when she cries
she will cry in the fog
moaning low with the traffic
and baptizing my world
on my shoulder, her head
seeking warmth in street lights,
and sniffling, together
whenever she cries
when she dreams
she will give her dreams hands
she'll paint me a picture
so I understand
how way down it hurts her
when i don't
understand
that she let more than a few
blue balloons to the sky
so her grasp could be free
to put her palm in mine
when she dreams
when she comes
she will come in blue
with broken wings
and misty eyes
and we will talk of flying
falling light on a sigh
when she comes
Jared Belden
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born in a second of brilliance
flashed out of significance
singed into silence beside
the other burned stars
who carries with her the mark
of that fleeting instant
seared in wistlulness
when she alone
flew moonswept over glas~ seas
traced her fingerprints
on an inky sky
gave her matchless light
to a shadowed image of dream
held out flicKering
on an upturned palm
bared long enough for her
to burst out in blazing dance
then fade in the hushed implosion
of a girl'privy to her
moment s passing
Amanda Magnuson
conversation
t
J
your words I take
wrap in tissue and store
in places where I dream,
to take out on days when
the sun doesn't glow
or on days when it does
alone in the Quiet
I take them out unwrap
them and hold them
in my hands-like birds
too small to fly
then witnessed by nothing
but Silence and imaginings
I smile back
and say brilliant things Amanda Krei
Of Lumberjacks
Amanda Magnuson and Jessica M. Laaveg
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It began when we were born, when each of us took in our first
breath of air and our first glimpse of our destinies-pink or blue. We've
been classifying since the beginning: trucks or dolls, football or ballet,
G.!. Joe or Barbie. Such categories helped to establish two things: you
are a boy, and I am a girl. Now what? Humankind has seen the
discovery of gravity, ventures into the unknown realms of space, the
invention of Tupperware, the rise and fall of democracies, and the
eerie popularity of fashion-sensitive boy singers. Despite humans'
enterprising attempts to understand the world, never yet have we
been able to devise a theorem by which to comprehend the mystery
that is the opposite sex. Little did we know, all we had to do was keep
classifying.
After over twenty-one forehead-wrinkling, fingernail-biting years
involving heartbreak, constipation, mind games, cologne-buying ex-
periments, and various exploits into the world of love elixirs, we, your
humble writers, have rid the earth of its most colossal hindrance to
procreation. Ladies, hold on to your petticoats. No more agonizing
Friday nights by your cordless. No more competing with man's best
friend. No more having to ask him to take the green beans out of his
nose, for goodness sake, we're in a restaurant. From this day for-
ward the Guild of the Pink Bonnets will emerge in triumph, holding high
our stilettos and faux fur handbags! Because, ladies and gentlemen,
we are on the cusp of a new dawn of understanding .
You might ask, who are these femineinsteins who have decoded
the quantum unknown? Suffice it to say that we are representatives
of a generation of women who have been continually subjected to the
three male emotions: hungry, sleepy, and the one they feel when a
pretty girl walks by. Such limited emotive responses have been used
as excuses for long enough. We are just typical American women
who have received multiple requests to just be friends, who have
been told the timing's off, who have been rejected with the words: "I'm
sorry, I'm saving myself for Mary Kate and Ashley." We say, enough is
enough already.
Our theorem is simple. As simple as sorting laundry. It is this: keep
classifying to understand what makes men tick. That's it.
Careful observation of habits and tastes of the male is important to
accurate classification. After much studious surveillance, we have
concluded that men can be categorized in two ways: lumberjack or
poet. That is, men are not poets or lumberjacks per se. Uses of these
terms are metaphorical and in no way advocate a man's ability to fell a
tree or use iambic pentameter; rather, they give us a litmus test of sorts
by which the male gender can be neatly boxed and shipped to the
female consumer.
For example, take the lumberjack. He is an extrovert, strong and
steady, prone to practical jokes and bad puns. He's good-hearted,
unaware, and his passion is controlled. The poet, on the other hand, is
an introvert, a thinker. His action is dictated by passion, and he is prone
to indecisiveness, yet he is sensitive and genuine. When the lumber-
and Poets: The
jack swigs beer, the poet swills wine. As the lumberjack stays up to
the wee hours of the morning playing the latest version of Smash
Brothers, the poet is reading Samuel Taylor Coleridge and thinking
about his mother. While the poet dines on $18 prime rib, the lumberjack
dons his "Kiss the Cook" apron and barbeques Bessy. See, it's simple.
Lumberjack: flannel, corduroy and wool-especially in sock form. Poet:
linen, cotton, cashmere. Billy Ray Cyrus or Billy Joel. Top Gun or Annie
Get Your Gun. The Godfather or Father of the Bride. Squirrel eater or
squirrel feeder. In short, a poet would walk into the woods and appre-
ciate them for their beauty, for what they are; the lumberjack would go
into the woods and appreciate them for what could be made from
them, for what they could be. Every man on the planet fits into one
category or the other. Think about the men in your life.
Yes, now you see.
A typical lumberjack rises at dawn with the crow of a rooster, and
his routine never varies from morning to morning: he relieves himself,
pulls on a red-checked flannel shirt, eats five flapjacks, and promptly
enters his woods-his classroom, his office, his pulpit, his toll booth.
He works hard and revels in his aching back and carpal tunnel for he
knows his loved ones will benefit from his pain. He slaps a few friends
on the back, talks about the Chiefs over a cup of black coffee, at the
stroke of five rides home on his Harley, runs around the block with
Buck the Great Dane, and then settles in his Lazy Boy for a nice nap
before dinner. The evenings find him whittling sticks, repairing the
classic Mustang in the garage, and catching the last bit of SponsCenter
before sinking into his hand-hewn king-size bed covered with a patch-
work quilt.
The poet wakes up when his dreams are complete, around nine or
ten. He pulls on his robe and slippers and pads to the kitchen to eat his
bagel and raspberry jam. Then he showers while whistling excerpts
from Peter and the Wolf. Hopping on his Schwinn, he stops by the
nearest Starbucks for a grande mochaccino, shot of caramel, skim
milk, please, hold the whipped topping. The poet works intermittently
between checking his email. thinkinq about trips to Barnes and Noble,
and calling his mother back home in Skokie. After work he picks up a
few odds and ends for a picnic in the park, and then heads home
where he will eventually smoke a pipe while listening to Sinatra and fall
asleep sitting upright in his antique wingback chair.
For some peculiar reason the "grass is greener" principle seems to
apply as men come to terms with their personality types. They always
want to be what they aren't. We of the pink and sassy recently
explained our theory to some unsuspecting male friends. They were
shocked and appalled at our cursory examination of what they had
always viewed as a "complicated" matter. But, as we found, our
theory never failed; however, it took some getting used to for the
males. One young man fought his lumberjackness from the beginning:
"But I want to be a poet."
We had to remind this particular male that lumberjacks aren't insen-
Breakthrough Discovery of Our Time
sitive gorillas; they are only different from poets. And you can't pick
your personality.
Still he asked, "Is it because I'm fat? Are all big guys lumberjacks?"
Again, we had to clarify: lumberjacks are not necessarily fat guys.
There are many poets who are big men. Take, for example, Marlon
Branda. Or Winnie-the-Pooh. Now there's two big, lovable guys who
know how to show emotion. There's nothing wrong with being a
lumberjack. Russell Crowe, George W. Bush, and Bruce Willis are
lumberjacks. Nothing wrong with them. No sir.
Turns out, nobody wanted to be classified. Poets, too, met their
destiny with opposition: "No way," said one. "If I'm a poet, I'm a poet in
lumberjack's clothing." We let this go because Elvis was a lumberjack
in poet's clothing-disguises are okay if acknowledged. Even Clark
Kent had to pretend to be a lumberjack every time he stepped out of
that phone booth for the sake of the world.
In an effort to help our readers categorize themselves or the men
they love, here is a short quiz to determine your type:
1. It's your mother's birthday, do you:
a. Forget
b. Send her a homemade card
2. You have a date, do you:
a. Go hot-air ballooning
b. Go bowling
3. You're going to cook. You will make:
a. Hambone soup
b. Veal scallapinl
"answers to quiz appear in the footnote at the end of this study
Ladies and gentlemen, as shown below and above, our empirical
evidence has thusly solved what has been to-date the world's great-
est quandary. It may sound simplistic. It may be a bit shocking. But,
folks, one thing is clear: there are lumberjacks, and there are poets. All
one must do is synthesize, hypothesize and classify.
Post-script
Although our research is thorough, it has, since the first publishing
of this paper, been proven incomplete. The gap occurs regrettably in
the complexity that is the female species. After months and months of
classification tests, our male counterparts have failed once again.
They sheepishly admitted that women could not be forced into only
two categories. Oh sure, they tried. Martha Stewart or Betty Crocker.
Types of dogs. Hearts or spades. Hearts or diamonds. Beer steins or
wine glasses. (This one fared the farthest, until the males were afraid
to assign specific characteristics to each category, leaving too many
variables, and thereby nullifying the entire experiment.)
Alas dear readers, the breakthrough discovery of our time is not
that we have bridged the great schism, but that we have proven that,
until males are able to look past their fear and embrace women in all
their complexity, we of the pink bonnet will remain gracious counter-
parts to the lumberjack and the poet.
.. 1. If you answered a, you are a poet because poets tend to lose
track of time or misplace the post-it note with the reminder for mom's
birthday card-dreamers to the core. The lumberjack would be con-
siderate and make a card for his mother, even going so far as to make
the paper from the trees in his backyard. 2. If you answered a, you
are a lumberjack. Duh, the lumberjack made the hot-air balloon. The
poet goes bowling because the shoes remind him of his early days in
tap class. 3. If you answered a, you are a poet. The ham bone is left
over from the picnic you had yesterday, and you used Grandma
Bernadette's recipe. There's nothing a lumberjack enjoys more than
veal scallapini, straight out of the backyard.
Goodnight, Irene, Goodnight
I
The call came as unexpected as death itself. I never imagined it
would come like this, me standing in the chemical room of a summer
camp swimming pool. Light from the bare bulb overhead fell on plain
plywood walls and discordant bright diving rings at my feet, making the
room cozy. For a while I thought my brain was humming, monotone, but
then I realized it was the dial tone reminding me to hang up the phone.
Silence. Then:
"Seriously, I don't know what I'd do without these nights off," Katie
stepped in from the dark pools ide to see if I was ready to go for a walk.
"Go crazy, probably."
"For sure," I replied. She was going to ask. I knew it, dreaded it,
mentally wished the words back into her mouth even as she spoke
them.
"So why'd your mom call?"
I didn't want to tell her or anyone here. There would be awkward-
ness, superficial sympathy. I wanted room to breathe, to think. But
Katie was already waiting.
"My grandma ... It's ... they found cancer, a lot ... all over her
body."
Katie searched my face, trying to read the emotions behind my
mechanical voice. The expected tears came then, but not from sorrow
or pain. Single drops slid down my face like a cup overflowing, over-
whelmed. There, in the cozy light, we hugged. All around, the camp
was dark and silent ... dreaming.
II
How do you write a letter to someone who is dying? Sweet words
spoil on my tongue like rotten fruit and I crumple hollow phrases, toss-
ing them aside. With a sigh, I close my eyes to the bunks, the sandals,
the bright beach towels flung about the cabin, and I remember. Grandma
waiting, smiling in her warm bright kitchen as we pile in the door.
Grandma peeling potatoes and sending out commands to ready the
meal as the house fills with uncles, aunts, cousins, children. Grandma
speaking-l remember the story tapes she recorded for us as children,
and suddenly, suddenly all I want is to hear her voice.
Somehow, my paper is full, and I seal it into the envelope before I
have time to be dissatisfied. Turning over the envelope, I realize I have
no idea how to get it to the hospital, to my Grandma. Maybe she won't
even be able to read it. Finally, I address it to my favorite aunt with a
note on the outside. *Please read this to Grandma for me!* With that,
it is out of my hands.
SLAM! Forty giggling girls fling open the screen door and swarm
the cabin for their swimming gear.
"I can't find my swimsuit!"
"My towel's still wet!"
"AH! Help! There's a HUGE spider on me!"
No one notices the letter I slip into my pocket to be mailed. With a
sigh, I jump off my cot, picking up a sandal to squash the offending
arachnid.
III
"Telephone for you!" one counselor shouts over the voices of the
.others, who are arguing about which movie to watch.
Even before I take the phone and slip into a room away from the din,
I know.
"Honey ... " My mom's quiet voice.
Numb. Why don't I, why can't I feel anything? I think about apple
kuchen and wrinkly dry kisses, about knee-highs rolled into tan nylon
doughnuts and crossword puzzles. r think about her name, Irene, and
the way she purses her lips when she thinks. And her voice. Blank
thoughts ... blank like the walls. Flat.
Magdalene Biesanz
Noiseless as a shadow, I slip back into the cheerful banter and let it
surround me. No one notices or asks any questions, and I am relieved.
They would expect something more of me. People whose grandmas
die don't act like blank walls.
IV
Returning from a nature hike, I notice a familiar Toyota parked in
front of my cabin. Then, my family, in a tight huddle, looking around.
They are like a cutout, pasted there from some other page, some other
story.
My father is the first to step forward, awkwardly. Sorrow has
made him soft, worn, beaten. Man transformed to motherless child. I
reach out and hug him, feeling his grief against my blankness. Perhaps
he can sense it in me. I hope not.
V
At my grandma's house, we hug a lot, maybe because the words
come so hard. Hugs are different now, no longer light, happy-to-see-
you hugs. There is something fierce in them; they are embraces.
Sister clings to brother. So much is being said, so much remembered.
. so much silence.
There is a blur of people milling around. Not one of the ten living
children who grew up in this house is absent, and all of the grandchil-
dren are here, and some of the great-grandchildren as well. I count-
with Grandma's sister, here from Sacramento, and Grandpa, there are
four generations intersecting in this house. Still, like Grandpa's gaze,
the house feels a little empty. Amid the blur, I think about the difference
between emptiness and blankness.
In these rooms, between these walls that have seen baptisms and
Christmases, birthdays and Thanksgivings and Easters, a funeral has
begun. I stand with the walls and look on.
VI
The air in the room is heavy, laden with the perfumes of many
flowers, with the whispers of many people. Finally, it is my turn to step
up to the casket and, oddly, I am a little relieved. Relieved that she looks
made up, a little unreal, lying there with hands folded, eyes gently
closed. Her body reminds me of a costume someone has slipped out
of, left behind. Death never had her! the thought welts up in me. There
is peace, the scent of flowers. I step away.
Second cousins, businessmen, women wearing brooches file by.
In the front row, my grandpa sits. There are many hours of watching.
Sitting. I feet empty again.
Somehow, it is finally the end, and just the close family remains in
small huddles. A movement from my grandpa. He is getting up, moving
toward the coffin. He shuffles nobly, then stands before the casket.
Suddenly, a voice. A low, pure voice, singing:
"Goodnight, Irene,
Goodnight, Irene,
I'll see you in my dreams."
Instantly, the emptiness vanishes and sorrow comes like rain. I
embrace a cousin, fiercely, and we weep, tears falling on each other's
shoulders. No longer for ourselves, but for a lonely bed, for lonely
breakfasts. We weep for silent kitchens and motherless children. For
them.
VII
After the funeral, I stop at my aunt's house. The mail lies on the floor
below the slot, and then I see it. Familiar writing. Slowly, I reach down
and slip the thin packet into my pocket once again.
Eyeteeth
Anne is leaning over the sink, attempting to
put in her contact lenses. Her husband James
comes in. He's been up for two hours. He had
his morning run and has showered for work.
Anne has breakfast on the table for him. She
waits for him to slap her rear as he walks in. It
doesn't happen.
She sighs and wraps her hair in a towel
and looks into the mirror. She can't remember
much what the mirror said twenty years ago-
partly because the mirror was always cov-
ered with steam then.
James is digging into his cereal, milk drip-
ping down his chin. He's reading the newspa-
per. Anne sees the scissors lying on the table
and thinks it would be funny to cut a hole right
in the middle of the page while she sits directly
across the table. He slurps his coffee, his
tongue doing that funny thing he does when
he's finished-brushing the rim of the cup with
the tip. Anne licks her own lips. She tastes
salt. She sighs again. Every morning before
he went to teach was like this. James taught
math at the local high school.
"Hmmm," Jim looks thoughtful. 'There was
a rape in the downtown area last night."
Anne's eyes haven't left his face. "Years
ago something like that never would have hap-
pened. There was still beauty in this town."
Jim's eyes have no pupils as they direct
themselves in her direction. "There still is."
Anne's eyes have widened pupils. "Yeah,
but it's not as noticeable anymore. It takes too
much effort for most people to look for it."
"The red 'Vette we just got is beautiful,
Anne."
"But not as beautiful as the brown '68 Ford
Galaxy." She still hated him for trading it in.
A horn erupts from the outside. Anne
knows who it is because it plays "Home on the
Range." James starts humming along with it.
He never makes it to that one part-where sel-
dom is heard a discouraging word, and the
skies are not cloudy all day. Anne begins hum-
ming "I Can See Clearly Now." This always
irritates James.
James walks out the door and Anne hollers
after him, "See ya later, Teach." She smiles
without her teeth at the driver of the car. The
driver, Cassie Pruid, is playing dress-up, like
usual. Anne feels !ike wiping the gunk off her
face and telling her to go to her room for being
a bad little girl. When James and Anne were
first married, he used to do things like that with
her. He had been fifteen years older. It had
only bothered her at first. The age difference
wasn't big enough for him.
Cassie taught senior English at the high
school. She lived Shakespeare. She herself
was Juliet. Tragic, living a suicide life like all
Sara Brands
young people think they do. She woula come
over for dinner sometimes. Anne would say
things like, "Can you please pass me the cap
you let lay there? Damn, I bit my thumb. My only
love of pickles sprung from my hate of cucum-
bers. What's in a name?-Onions stink no
matter what they are called." Anne was the
only one who found herself funny.
She walks back into the house, clears the
table, and fills the dishwasher. She looks at
the accumulated list on the fridge and decides
it is time to get groceries.
Anne finds some self-satisfaction as she
gets into the Corvette and adjusts the seat and
rearview mirror. She is messing with her
husband's baby now. Driving to the store, she
notices more people, particularly men, looking
in her direction, She smiles and waves..----gin-
gerly touching her head to see if she has left
the towel on her head or something. The towel
is not there. She suddenly understands why
James loves this car so much.
An hour later she is writing out the check at
the counter. The pock-faced bag-boy asks-
paper or plastic? She answers, "Plastic, al-
though it would have done me more good this
morning." He looks bewildered at first, then
gives her the sympathetic look that announces
his superior youth.
Anne leads him to her car. She smiles with-
out her teeth at him.
Stillness is jarred by the smell of burnt fuel
and a low rumbling sound, followed by a small
pop. Then, stillness tightens its lid once again.
It's her car, returned. Still in need of constant
fixing, it never changes. Anne thinks, righty
tighty, lefly loosey
Magnetism pulls her to the car. Along-haired
college kid steps out.
"It's my car." Her hands caress the side.
Rust falls off into her hands. She doesn't stop
touching it.
"It's my car now, ma'am." He gives her that
look. She is twenty again. "Name's Will Geld-
ing."
"Anne." She decides he is a Simon-and
Garfu nkel +1isteni ng-The- Wh o-imitati nq-bell-bot-
tom-wearing boy. James listens to the new
alternative stuff they play on 101.7 -your sta-
tion for pop heaven.
She hums Bridge Over Troubled Water.
"No way, you know that song!" Will is that-
looking at her.
"I am that song." She smiles with her teeth
at him.
"Interesting."
"Intriguing." She remembers George Wash-
ington suddenly. Don't fire until you can see
the whites of their eyes.
"Infatuating." His eyes are dark. A ro-
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mance novel comes to mind ... his eyes were
dark with passion. , . she stops herself, gig-
gling.
"Spark plugs still work in that old thing?"
she asks.
"Better than any new car. And it's not an
old thing."
'Yup, just need to turn it on every once in
awhile to see they're still there. If you tell it the
spark plugs still work, it'll run for a long time."
She decides to write a book and give it to
him. All I need to know 1 learned from cars.
She should give the book to her husband too.
He's looking at her and she feels like a worm
suddenly, trying to wiggle its way out of an
uncomfortable spot.
She walks away.
"Hey," Will calls. "Where are you going?"
"Get your groceries. Get a brown paper
bag. Don't worry about plastic until you get to
where I'm going. And don't forget about spark-
plugs then."
She walks away, laughing on the inside like
a back-stabbing friend. She wonders if this
was why they put her grandmother in the home
when she was only forty-five. Maybe it's he-
reditary.
She makes stew for supper that night.
"What's that smell?" James walks in the
door.
"Stone soup."
"Sounds like it will hurt my teeth." He
reaches for the newspaper.
Anne smiles. "It will unless you give me
that chicken heart and tomato there."
He hands the fruit to her. "What did you do
today?"
"Just did some shopping. Got the usual.
Saw the Galaxy today."
"The old car? A sight not for sore eyes."
He laughs inside-out. "How's it running?"
"Great-a fine young stallion was driving
it." She winks.
"Mmmm, speaking of which. I need to have
those spark-plugs checked in the new car. It
doesn't even have that many miles on it yet, but
they seem to be shorted out or something." He
hands her the chicken heart.
The knife cuts cleanly through the tomato.
"Hmmm, that's a bummer. You'd think that the
plugs and everything on that new car would
be in great working condition."
"Yeah, you'd think so. Apparently the body
on this one was good, but underneath the hood
there are still a few kinks that need to be worked
out." He opts for the professor look and puts
on his glasses. "First my eyes, what's next?
My teeth?"
Anne smiles with her teeth. "Oh yes, after
the Stone Soup, for sure the teeth."
.......
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Congratu lations
c::
o.- It's been over a month and we're still married.
It was a beautiful wedding, everyone said. The church was
decorated beautifully; I was a beautiful bride. "Congratulations!"
everyone said. (Except for my toddler cousin. She said, "Hi,
Princess!") From the moment people found out that we were "en-
gaged," they could really think of nothing better to say than con-
gratulations. I smiled politely and muttered numerous thank-yous.
And I realized how ridiculous it is to congratulate a couple upon
their engagement, or even on their wedding day. What have we
done, really, to deserve congratulations? We've decided to spend
the rest of our lives together, but that isn't proving anything. Every
time I heard it, I thought (and maybe said once or twice), ~We
haven't done anything yet. Congratulate us in sixty years."
We are still being congratulated on our wedding. From people
who wished they could have been there. Or from people who
enjoyed it so much. Maybe "thank you" would be more appropriate,
since they seem to think that we went through the trouble of plan-
ning the wedding just for them. And maybe we did. We could have
eloped.
I hope they thanked my mother, or at least congratulated her, for
putting together such an enjoyable wedding. As wedding coordi-
nator, decorator, caterer, et cetera, she probably experienced the
most stress of anyone involved. "Congratulations on successfully
completing such a daunting task. Everyone had such fun, the food
was delicious, the bride was beautiful, so Congratulations!" And
what does she have to show for it? A new son-in-law.
I suppose it makes more sense for those congratulatory-types
to use the word on us now, a month and a half into our marriage,
than during our "enqaqernent," or even on the day of the big event.
Because, yes, it's been over a month and we're still married. Not
that it's been a chore. Not that I would ever want anything else. I
desperately love my husband, even more now that our literally
constant companionship magnifies all his quirks.
1 think we all-inadvertently or not-hide certain quirks from
everyone except members of our own households. And now
Travis is my household. I've learned that he chews pen caps to
shreds (I've begun hiding my pens from him). He's unorganized.
He has absolutely no skill in washing dishes. He crawls into bed
with dirty feet.
I thought I warned him about my quirks. The ones that I knew of,
anyway. I found out that I had more, or I've developed more, in
these last several weeks. I don't like stickers on anything. I've
peeled off the labels even on our new wastebaskets. I'm leery
about raw meat. Betty Crocker taught me to wash everything that
came in contact with raw meat in hot soapy water. That means
Travis's hands, too, and he'd better make sure that beef jerky he
loves to make is good and dry before he eats any of it.
He thinks I'm paranoid. We'll see how he likes food poisoning.
There are more things now, I think, with the potential to force
their way between us than there were before we were married.
'A messy apartment, too many responsibilities, different habits, dif-
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ferent struggles. I did warn him that I didn't think I would ever get
over my dissatisfaction with how I look. I pick out every little flaw and
agonize over it. He doesn't understand; he thinks I'm beautiful; he
wants me to think so too. I'm sure that for him, just living with me has
certainly magnified this "quirk" of mine. I don't think anything has tried
so hard to work its way between us.
We never thought marriage would be easy. We are both still in
college, trying (and sometimes failing) to meet deadlines, balance sched-
ules, maintain friendships, prepare meals, keep our apartment clean,
stay in touch with our families, earn money. We weren't planning to
get married until after graduation. And suddenly our plans began to
change. We hadn't expected to realize so soon that, from then on, we
would need to share everything. We couldn't end every day with
goodbye anymore. We couldn't work each other into our packed sched-
ules anymore. We needed to put each other first and try to find ways
to fit everything else in. We needed to be able to make our decisions
for the future together. We needed a place to come home to that was
just ours.
So here we are.
My parents were divorced fairly recently, and my mother does not
like most men. She has a Jess than optimistic outlook toward marriage.
She approves of Travis, but she did not approve of our decision to
marry. We were too young; we didn't know what we wanted out of
life: we weren't settled into careers. . and she is living proof that
things can and will go irreversibly wrong. The twenty years of her
marriage made her tough, stubborn, and almost cynical. She has
taught her daughters to be confident alone, to not need men. My
younger sisters are learning. And they've broken some hearts.
I think it was when I was confident enough to not need to be half of
a couple that Travis came along. My confidence was valuable. It made
me careful. Careful to avoid falling head over heels; careful to be
completely honest because I didn't need to impress him; careful to
communicate my beliefs and my dreams. And we connected. We
didn't expect it; we didn't force it; but we started growing together in
ways my mother has probably never experienced.
We are still growing and learning so much. We're learning to man-
age a very tight budget. To balance school and friends and families
and work. To make quick meals. To clean our bathroom. To be vulner-
able.
We are in this thing together. And, perhaps to my surprise but not
to my dismay, I've learned to need him. Not because I'm valueless
without him, not because I can't take care of myself, not because I lack
the confidence to like who I am on my own. I need him because I can't
tell the difference anymore between his heart and mine. They are
intertwined. Pieces of me are inside of him. And pieces of him are
inside of me. I need to give more than I ever thought t could just to
watch over what he's given me of himself.
And we've made it this far. Maybe we'll be blessed with a good
sixty years to learn even more.
That's when we should be congratulated.
Well Done
"I'll have the duck, please. And a bottle of
the house wine, too," Grace gently unfolded
the napkin onto her red velvet-covered lap. She
smiled at the waiter.
"Can I get a steak? Medium rare. No potato.
Thanks," said Mark.
Grace smiled at her husband of fifteen
years. She had spent ages planning this night
from the tickets to Les Mis to her stunning new
dress to the room in the Four Seasons just
down the street. This was their night. It had to
be perfect for once. Mark smiled back and
took a long gulp of water from his crystal gob-
let.
"Well, honey?" Grace raised her eyebrows.
"Yes?"
"Tell me about your day,"
Mark finished his water in one fast move-
ment and motioned for the waiter to refill his
glass. "Oh, ah, it was the same as usual, I
guess. Linda is still out on maternity leave, so
I'm swamped. But other than that.
"Linda? She's married?"
"No."
"But she just had a baby."
"Yes. She lives with somebody."
"Oh. They're not married?"
"No. Is that a problem?"
"I-no. I just think it's strange. Living with
someone, and having a baby. Might as well get
married and get it over with. Don't you think?"
"Get what over with?" Mark asked taking
another drink from his water goblet.
"I don't know. If they're living like they're
married, why not just get married?"
"Maybe they're scared that marriage will
ruin what they have."
"Give me a break, Mark. They're basically
married anyway. Just get the blood test and
sign the paper."
"Blood tests and papers don't mean much."
Grace studied her husband quietly for a
moment. "I suppose not."
Mark pretended to brush something from
his lap. The waiter brought the bottle of wine,
chilled in a silver bucket. He reached for it and
expertly popped the cork.
"I forgot how smooth you are."
"I'm not smooth."
"You are."
He filled her glass and then his own. They
sat in silence, swirled, sniffed, and swigged
their wine. Grace reached for the bottle to
refill her glass. Her slender arm moved slowly,
elegantly. She pulled the bottle out of the bucket
and tipped it to her glass in her other hand. The
glass was shaking slightly. She spilled a little
on the table and the burgundy wine splashed
onto her red velvet dress.
Amanda Magnuson
"Oh, dammit!"
"Here, let me help you," Mark said moving
toward her.
"No. I've got it. I've got it. I'm always such
a klutz," Grace sighed. "I need to go to the
ladies' room and clean up. I'll be right back."
Mark watched her rise from her seat. She
was anything but klutzy. She moved like wa-
ter, like ribbon in her red velvet. She slid through
and between tables; she glided past the other
patrons. God, she was beautiful. The way
her dark hair swung with her hips, the way
her ivory neck and cheeks flushed with the
color of her dress when she was embar-
rassed. She was a stunner. Had been since
he met her in college. Fifteen years hadn't
done anything to her beauty but intensify it.
There was a time when he had felt lucky to
have such beauty beside him in bed. But that
was before. Before their conversations had
turned to superficial banter. Before careers
and keeping up with the Joneses. Before she
knew she was beautiful. She had always been
a picture of dazzling flawlessness, but then
one day, she realized it and became just that.
Nothing else. Only a picture. It had probably
happened gradually, like the freezing of water
into ice, but Mark hadn't noticed until it was too
late. Until he felt her chill. Maybe she had
closed herself off in attempt to preserve her-
self, to keep herself from being seen. Really
seen.
Was it his fault? Maybe. Had he been so in
love with what he thought she was that he
hadn't noticed what she had become? Prob-
ably. Mark even had trouble recalling why he
had fallen for her in the first place. Surely he
had loved her for more than her pretty face.
Surely he had. But whatever it was that had
drawn him to her had hardened into a glass
case, the kind that protects invaluable works
of art. And in the meantime, their life together
had become no more than an elaborate rou-
tine, a performance. Introducing Mark and his
lovely work of art Grace.
The waiter came back and left the food on
the table. Mark asked for some club soda for
Grace's dress. He picked up his fork and
pushed it down onto his steak and watched
the juices bubble up from inside and form a little
iridescent pool.
"You always do that to your steak," Grace
said sitting down.
"Yeah. Then you can tell how tender it is.
See," he said pressing his fork onto the steak,
"all you have to do is push a little and all the
juices come to the surface. If it's cooked right.
A well-done steak doesn't do that. It's too dry.
Empty."
-._
"I got most of the wine out. You can see a
little where it was, but it's better. I suppose it
will always be there now. The stain."
"Like a scar," Mark said.
Grace was examining the dark spot on her
red velvet. "So much for the new dress," she
muttered.
Mark took a drink of wine. "So, what's go-
ing on at work?"
"Not much. I have to travel to Orlando on
Friday for a class. To renew my real estate
license."
"You didn't tell me you were going to Or-
lando."
"I didn't? Well, it's not a big deal anyway.
Just a weekend thing. For work."
"Yeah."
Grace waited a moment. "There's this big,
beautiful house on the market now-down on
Lake Front Drive. I am determined to get top
dollar for it. It's incredible. Three stories. Seven
bathrooms. Can you believe it? Seven bath-
rooms? Who needs seven bathrooms?"
"Seven is a lot."
"I heard this little rich couple is going through
a divorce, and they just want to get rid of it as
quickly as possible. It's a shame though. With
the market the way it is, the house will prob-
ably sell for a lot less than it's worth."
"A marriage ends when the housing market
is taking a dive. That is a shame."
Grace put her fork down on the table. "Is
something wrong, Mark? Have I done some-
thing?"
Mark emptied his wine glass in one large
swallow. Then he said, "You haven't done
anything."
"I planned this night for us, Mark. It's per-
fect. Honey. Can't we just enjoy tonight?" She
waited. "Mark, say something."
"What do you want me to say?"
"I don't know."
'There's nothing to say. I'm done."
"Mark, please."
"No. Who are we kidding? We're dried up.
There's nothing left."
Mark crumpled his napkin and tossed it onto
his plate. He got up and walked out of the
restaurant. Grace closed her eyes and took a
ragged breath.
"Ma'am?" the waiter was standing at her
table. "Here's the club soda your husband or-
dered."
"Club soda?"
"For the stain."
_.
If You Think He's Hard to Shop For
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If one more ten camel caravan comes over that dune,
If one more Queen-don't care if she's Sheba-comes over to call,
The King can start doing storage for all his own apes and baboons,
They' said I'd retire when I had placed all the silver spoons,
But I'll cut my losses and set sail for Thrace, Athens, Gaul.
If one more fen camel caravan comes over that dune.
Goblets of gold, lions of gold, furry gold roy'al raccoons,
Solomon would coat the fUll moon wifh gold if it wouldn't fall.
The King can start doing storage for all his own apes and baboons.
The twelve dozen harps, musicians too, don't leave room for their tunes.
There won't be air left to sing "I love you" or "Howdy yall"
If one more ten camel caravan comes over that dune,
The make-up and dresses for all the King's wives (more weddings soon)
Weigh so much that all dropped at once1hey'd make thedordan stall.
Thel<ing can start doing storage for all his own apes an baboons.
Publish you a piece of advice not found in the Temple Tribune:
Don't work Palace storage. Especially not for birthday balls.
If one more ten camel caravan comes over that dune,
The King can start doing storage for all his own apes and baboons.
Jared Belden
How I KnowThis •IS
From time to lime, a probing learner, unable
to think beyond concrete and common, entreats me
to explain the unexplainable with words
that don't exist. To give a how and when
to rarest beauty that to most remains
unknown. A growing connection, never conforming
to patterns, measures, models, expectations
we didn't know were false until we knew
that we were true, beyond the shadow of doubt.
Dissolving our duality until
each sell begtns to melt and merge and fuse
into a stronger oneness, till division
disappears, our past. present. future intertwined.
In lOVingall of you, I am finally all of me.
Maria Vangsnes
The Magic Oven Susanne D. Stahl
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Martha McGee had a magic oven. Agatha
Swanson was absolutely sure of it Her suspicions
were first aroused the day The South Dakota Jour-
nal of Cookie Design called Martha at work at the
bank on a Tuesday afternoon requesting to do a
photo shoot of her kitchen for the feature of their
August issue The feature was going to examine
how kitchens fit the distinctive style of the cooks
that inhabited them. They had gotten Martha's
name from Elaine Paweltski down at the exten-
sion office where Sandra Wollman, the editor of
the Journal, worked part time. Elaine was ad-
dicted to Martha's Strawberry Cheesecake Charms
and attributed her recent setback at Weight Watch-
ers to Martha, whose Cheesecake Charms "tasted
like heaven on the tongue, but did a devil of a
job on the hips."
Everybody knew about Martha's reputation as
a "cookie connoisseur," that is, everybody in
Stanford County. She consistently won first prize
at the various local county fairs in the categories
for best-tasting cookie and most original recipe.
There was only one time when Martha took her
cooking savvy across the state line. Her best friend
LaVonne Shepard dared her to enter the annual
Bertha Cracker Cookie Bakeoff held in Sioux City
back in '9S. Martha baked her way to first place,
bringing home an engraved silver mixing bowl,
the Bertha Cracker 100Years of Best Recipes lim-
ited Edition Cookbook, and a job offer as a cookie
recipe consultant.
She refused, of course, dimples flashing in
her soft, plump cheeks while she held to her creed
that "cookie baking as a hobby is all good and
fine, but taking it outside the kitchen is not a
desire of mine." Bertha Cracker was determined,
however, to have Martha in their kitchen-some-
thing about needing a fresh new face with fresh
new taste buds. A spokesperson from B.C. called
Martha at the bank every day for three weeks.
When they realized Martha could not be swayed
by sweet talk, they offered an extremely extrava-
gant price to buy some of her recipes. To which
Martha replied that her creativity was not for sale-
if they really wanted the recipe for Almond Turtle
Scotcharoos, they would have to pick up a copy
of the Zion Mennonite Lady's Fellowship Cook-
book. The recipe was on page 26, right after
Edna Smith's famous Maple Syrup Sugar Squares.
When the call from The South Dakota Journal
of Cookie Design came in late that Tuesday after-
noon, Agatha Swanson just happened to be fil-
ing some loan applications near Martha's office,
and she eavesdropped-somewhat unintention-
ally. Agatha just could not figure that Martha
McGee out. Now, why wouldn't Martha allow them
to take pictures of her kitchen? What was so im-
portant about the kitchen retaining an "integrity
undefiled by strangers and objects unnecessary
for baking?" Come to think of it, what did Martha's
kitchen look like? She had been over there sev-
eral times for Ladies' Aid, but Martha always seated
all the ladies in the dining room and brushed off
all offers for assistance in the kitchen with a laugh
and an "I have it all under control."
The more Agatha thought about the conver-
sation and the absurdity of Martha's refusal, the
more her curiosity was aroused. By the end of the
day Agatha was absolutely determined to see that
kitchen-s-Marthawas obviously trying to hide some-
thing, some kind of innovation that allowed her to
create such cooking masterpieces. After all,
Agatha knew for a fact that her Simply Sinful Cin-
namon Squares were every bit as good as Martha's
Blueberry Banana Scones. The Sinful Cinna-
mon Squares were actually one of Martha's reci-
pes, but the scones Martha baked always sold
before Agatha's Squares at the weekly bank bake
sale.
Later that week, the bank president, Roger
Wollman, after dropping some not-sa-subtle hints
about wanting an invitation to Sunday dinner,
sent Martha to Sioux Falls to attend a conference
on "Teenagers and Checkbooks-How to Know
When They're Really Ready." All day long Agatha
imagined what Martha's kitchen might look like-
country blue with apple trim; stainless steel with
white countertops: oak cabinets; maple cabinets;
sunshine yellow with bold splashes of red, blue,
and green. By noon she couldn't take it anymore.
She had to know what was so special about that
kitchen that Martha couldn't share with the rest of
them.
So, Agatha went on her lunch break early. In-
stead of going across the street and to the end of
the block to the Wildcat Inn as she usually did for
lunch, she walked down main street and took a
left at the post office. She turned down Fourth
Street and stopped to talk to old Mrs. Hofer who
was out tending her garden for a minute. She
managed to look her in the eye and to give some
vague excuse about needing fresh air more than
one of Lenard Zelmer's chef salads today. She
circled around and doubled back a couple of times,
looking over her shoulder occasionally just in case
anyone was following her, and finally arrived at
203 Cherry Street at precisely 12:27. Both Martha's
little red Dodge and Mr. McGee's Chevy truck were
gone, but Agatha knocked on the doors and peeked
in the windows just in case.
Then, with adrenaline pounding through her
veins she walked up the front steps framed by just-
blooming white and burgundy peonies, opened
the front door, and let herself in. The kitchen was
towards the back of the house, and Agatha moved
towards it slowly on silent stocking feet. She had
removed her sensible brown loafers before enter-
ing the house. After all, fifty-five years of practic-
ing good manners could not be erased by one
afternoon of deception. She swung open the door
separating the kitchen from the rest of the down-
stairs and let her breath out in a rush. Why, it was
so ordinary! She quickly surveyed the room. The
floor was covered in a blue checked linoleum al-
most in need of replacing. White gauzy curtains
fluttered at the open windows. The countertops
were white accented with several vases holding
blue Gerber daisies and yellow roses from Martha's
flowerbeds in the backyard.
Then-she saw it, and she couldn't see any-
thing else. The oven. It was an ugly olive green
blemish marring the serenity of the blue and white
kitchen. Now, why would she have something like
that in here? Agatha moved in for a closer in-
-......spection. The oven had to be at least 3S yearsold. It had no temperature control, just an on
and off switch, and the door handle looked bro-
ken. She can't possibly cook in something like
that! Then, it hit her. And mind you, Agatha
Swanson was not a superstitious woman by na-
ture. She was, after all, the vice president of the
extension club and superintendent of the Sun-
day School. But Agatha got it stuck in her head
that it must be some kind of magic stove. She
vaguely remembered reading of just such a thing
happening at a French bakery in Chicago in one
of those scandal sheets in the checkout lane at
the grocery store-not that she read such things,
she had just seen it in passing. She had just
laughed it off at the time. But-that was then.
Agatha pondered what she had seen for the
rest of the afternoon while filing more loan ap-
plications. Olive green. Hideous. Out-of-date.
Could it really be true? What should she do?
She could just bite her tongue, but was it fair to
the rest of the ladies in the community to live in
the shadow of the infamous Martha McGee,
cookie baker extraordinaire, when all the credit
should go to the oven? She'd have to talk to
Mary Jenssen at TOPS club this evening. She
always had prudent advice.
"Samuel," said Martha McGee after supper a
week or so later, "I've been getting the strangest
looks lately."
"What kind of looks, honey?" Mr. McGee re-
plied.
"I don't know exactly how to explain them-
just disapproving. You know how Sally Martin
looks at Fred Zimmerman when he comes into
the cafe with mud on his boots? That kind of
look."
"Oh honey-they're probably just a little put
off that you were asked to judge the 4-H baking
at the State Fair again. You know how women
can be. It'll blow over. Just give it time."
"I hope you're right, Samuel" said Martha
McGee, drying her hands on a dishtowel and
leaning over to drop a kiss on the tip of her
husband's nose. He grabbed her hand and
pulled her down to sit on his lap.
"Speaking of women and their contrariness-
the talk down at the bakery has is that Agatha
Swanson has been calling every thrift store, pawn
shop, and junkyard in the state looking for an
olive green 1950s stove. Why don't you give her
yours? Then I could make you a linen cabinet
that suits this kitchen. A world renowned cook
should be storing her towels in style. That green
thing is such an eyesore."
"Oh honey, you know how sentimental I am.
I like having it around. It reminds me of our first
years together. How much did you pay for it? 10
dollars?" she asked, wiping a smudge of grease
off her husband's cheek with a corner of the
dishtowel.
"S. I paid S dollars for it. It's hard to believe
that it ever worked at all."
"I know," said Martha, walking over to the ol-
ive green oven, "but it had it uses then, and it
has its uses now." And with that she opened the
oven door and pulled out a fresh dlshtowel.__ -J~ _
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When the Last Kings of Sorrow
Shatter Their Glass on the Wall
.- One year. Three hundred and sixty-fivedays. Eight thousand seven hundred and sixtyhours. Five hundred twenty-five thousand six
hundred minutes. Thirty-one million five hun-
dred thirty-six thousand seconds ticking the
exact same thing, and that man was there again.
He sat across from me, his head framed by a
broken red and blue neon REEB DUB clock on
the far wall. His forearms rested upon the bar
and his shoulders hugged his hanging head.
I drank a shot and looked around. Rummy
Sweets was on the piano that night playing
sad songs that I've heard too many times. What
a sad old guy. He plays pretty good though
and it keeps me company. Some jean-jacketed
Jimmy Dean wannabe was dancing with his
girlfriend real close. Or at least I suppose she
was his girlfriend. Old Sweets smiled a bit
when he saw that. She was wearing this
orange and yellow sundress. She had nice
legs and I watched her for a while until some-
one spilled something in the booth behind me.
The swivel on my stool was broken and I didn't
bother.
"Hey, when you gonna fix this stool?"
Hal glanced down the bar at me and fin-
ished pouring a drink. He doesn't say much to
me for a bartender. He doesn't say much to
that other man either. What would anybody
say to him?
He just sat there all hunched up like a mess.
Most of the time he just stared down into his
shot glass. I've looked down through the bot-
tom of a shot glass. The more you stare, the
more the night wears on, the clearer you think
some sort of light shines an answer on the
other side. You always want to see a little
more so you keep on emptying it, until you fi-
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nally realize (and this is usually sometime the
next morning) that the light isn't that bright after
all. Its trick is keeping you just stupid enough to
never give up faith in it and just smart enough
to know how stupid you are. It's called alco-
holism. It's what happens when someone you
love leaves you.
"Hey, when the hell you gonna fix that
clock?" J yelled.
He doesn't bother telling me it's broken any-
more. The street lights weren't on yet so I fig-
ured the sun wasn't down. Inside it had been
dark for a long time, longer than he had been
there. I pulled out a cigarette and the three
hundred and sixty-fifth version of the same
thing: Man, do something about yourself be-
fore you ruin another night. What would your
wife think? Or is that gold band just a resilient
little strain of nostalgia that alcohol can't quite
kill off? Get off your pathetic self and go. Do
something new. Find a friend. Go to bed.
C'mon, I'll take you home. You can drink some
water and wake up tomorrow morning in bed
instead of the bathroom floor. Whatever it takes
so that I won't have to watch you be so apa-
thetic, even to your own intent on trading a
bottle of whisky for your grief.
Three hundred and sixty-fifth version of the
same thing I guess, but to tell you the truth, I
don't know for sure. He just started showing
up around the time she left. At first he was
alright, someone who didn't care how much I
had or he had or anybody had. It was comfort-
ing, someone I didn't have to hate because I felt
inferior to, someone I never had to worry about
being like, no matter how bad it was.
Across the bar, the man was holding his
glass in his hand and staring down into it. He
We All
slid it slowly back and forth with his wrist and
then his head moved up. He saw me, but he
didn't look at me. Looking requires effort. He
took down the shot and dropped his head and
his arm and his glass at once back on the table.
He didn't let go of it, though. He held it gently in
his hand.
I closed my eyes.
He was hailing a cab with the glass. He
was brushing his teeth with it. He was playing
his guitar and the chords were all wrong be-
cause the glass kept hitting the wrong strings.
He was writing a letter but the glass was out
of ink and so he quit and threw the paper at the
wall. He was tucking his four year old daugh-
ter into bed. He said I love you and with the
glass caressed her hair. I yanked on the glass
with all my strength once and twice, and the
third time I pulled him off the stool. Hal ran
down the bar yelling. Someone was at my
back trying to pull me off. I kept tugging but I
couldn't get it out of his hand. He got up from
the floor and swung at me. I could see his fist
coming from his hip toward my cheek. His
fingers curled around the glass in a fist, and
when it struck me I fell to the floor.
When I opened my eyes, Hal had just fin-
ished pouring him another one. What the hell?
I tossed mine down. Johnny Walker Red blazed
up my throat and out my nose, but by then Hal
was already down the bar.
"Hey, Hal"
He heard me. He doesn't say much for a
bartender.
And then this old guy walked in. Hal said
something to him and took his cane. They both
laughed a little but the guy didn't sit down. Hal
went to the back and came out with a glass of
Got Underwear
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I was sitting on a park bench with the baby,
nursing a hangover, when a mom in white capris
and a pink baby tee, stroller on display, sat
next to me. She had perfect mom hair and a
manufactured-fruit smell. For a fleeting mo-
ment I wondered what I smelled like. Probably
a brewery. I forced my lips into a smile that
stopped just before they parted-delightfully
constipated.
"He's darling!" The caorts crossed, knee
over knee.
"Isn't he?" I might as well have said, "I
know."
"Howald?" She had lipstick on her teeth.
Ha.
.-.....
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"Ten months." She waited for me to ask
about the baby that was lying listlessly in Baby
Gap gift-wrap in her candy-striped stroller.
Puke me. And not because of the hangover.
"Poor thing looks a little warm," I said. "Must
be stuffy under all those bows."
"Oh, she gets chilly quickly. Don't you, Bo-
Bo?' She lapsed into repetitive-vowel Clingan
talk to the baby, so I talked to mine in my head.
Hey Charlie, check out the Gap capris.
Aren't you glad Mommy doesn't try to shove
her ass into two eighty-dollar cloth tubes like
that? This one thinks you're darling. Probably
already scouting out someone to marry that
ruddy Christmas tree ornament in the stroller. I
could smell like her if I wanted to. Just rub a
little lemon rind on my wrists and I'll be set.
Hey, do I smell like beer?
. easy to take care of, aren't they?"
Lipstick Smear was saying.
"Uh. Yeah." Hers looked pretty easy to
take care of. It was a stuffed tomato in con-
struction paper.
"When she cries at night I just have the help
go get her. Haven't missed a wink of sleep
yet." I'd give her something to miss.
"I'm the help where I Jive."
"Real-ly." The capris shifted.
"Yeah."
"Surely your husband helps.
milk and set it down on the bar. Jesus Hal, you
serve empty seats now. He poured me a shot
and left the bottle. A little over half full, half of
950 ml. That's 475 ml. 18 ounces. 5 or 6
shots. That was enough for then. I drank the
shot and filled the glass.
950 ml. You wonder how many brain cells
that kills? And which are the first to go? Usu-
ally, the listening ones. The more drinks Hal
pours, the harder it gets for him to hear me and
so I get louder and louder. The next are the
thinking ones, so that you don't ever think that
you can get drunk enough. When these go,
they make room for the pain cells to hide, and
that's important because the pain is easier to
ignore then, even though it never really quits. It
just hurts in different ways. The analyzing
cells, well those are tough to kHI. They stick
around, asking you what if. What if you hadn't
loved her so much? What if you hadn't kept
working when she got sick? What if you would
have known they put the wrong-colored wig
on her at the funeral?
950 ml. I looked at the bottle, half empty.
Three hundred sixty-four and a half practical
lessons on natural selection. Screw Darwin. I
hate knowing this, and I hated the man across
the bar for knowing it better than me, for being
what he was. Because I knew he didn't have
to be that way. But most of all, I hated him then
for being what I wanted to be and for not hat-
ing me back.
I poured another.
Rummy started into a new song, one I hadn't
heard before. The other guy looked up and I
turned to see. The old guy was out there on
the dance floor spinning circles and dipping as
the music took him. The Hghts shone upon his
bald head as he went like a lighthouse. His
arms were spread out like wings and one of
them brushed the girl's orange and yellow
sundress as he went. He still had the smile on
his face and 1wondered why.
I pictured a silver haired woman with him,
as if they had walked in together. She tried to
dance with him, to foflow his movements. But
when she put her arms at his shoulders his
stayed out to the sides in the air. When she
moved in close to him his eyes didn't open. He
just kept dancing and she couldn't find his steps.
He spun right and she spun right, but when he
dipped she kept going right, and when she tried
to catch up he was already going left.
It didn't make sense. Maybe another drink.
( watched him. He bobbed and she bobbed.
She had to dip again because when she be-
gan up, his right arm was following his spin
right at her head. By the time she was up, he
was two spins to the right. She didn't spin at
all and took two steps overta him. He spun left
back into her. She bobbed again and he just
missed her. She just stood there.
I took her away. I decided he shouldn't have
her anyway. I took her away and he kept his
smile and we were both fine with it. I looked
back down into my glass and the light was
shinning through the bottom of it. I poured an-
other. I looked over at the man. He was staring
down into his glass. Empty it one more time
and you might figure it out. No. 'knew it was
a lie. I've known it all along. The light was
really a trick, a three hundred and sixty-five
day trick. Thirty-one million five hundred thirty-
six thousand seconds all ticking the same thing.
And in between each tick there we were, in a
vacuum, a black hole sucking us down into
more and more emptiness. And I've let it hap-
pen, but I'd had enough. I looked over. The
glass was tucked deep into his right fist as he
poured himself another. That was what I really
wanted to take.
I grabbed the counter to turn the stool but
the seat didn't move when I did. My foot caught
the bar and I fell into the table behind me. (
stood up and the clock on the wall spun in a
red and blue neon circle. I put my hand back
hoping to catch one of the chairs or the table.
The girl's sundress was spinning faster than I
could see out on the dance floor and then it
started arcing hard to the right until all I could
see were her legs and the legs of the chairs
beside me. Someone was standing over me
telling me to get up. He grabbed my collar and
I pushed him off of me. My fingers tightened
around the glass and I swung hard at the air. I
grabbed the top of my stool and pulled myself
up. Rummy wasn't playing anymore and the
old man wasn't spinning or dipping. Hal wasn't
pouring any drinks. The whole room was
stopped like a broken clock. I looked across
the bar. The other man was on his feet staring
at me. I looked down at the glass in my hand
and then back up at him. I turned and heaved it
against the walt as hard I could. It hit just be-
low the clock and shattered all over the booth.
Then I took the bottle from the bar and drank it
empty. Full of wonder why, I gave up my seat
at the bar and left for the door.
I woke this morning wrapped up in the
shower curtain. Three hundred sixty-four and
a half days to go. I thought of the old guy. I
wondered if he could be as old as he looked
and how many hours and minutes and sec-
onds that was and most of all I wondered if he
was still smiling.
"Lady, I don't remember saying f was mar-
ried." Her face morphed into that glazed donut
look-all frosty except the middle where her
mouth formed a perfect "0."
"Pardon me. Well." Even though she
wanted to, she knew she couldn't leave just
then. Funny, even the most social ones aren't
trained for awkward situations. She sat there
with that bathroom-smell look on her face,
clutching the stroller as if it would vaporize if
she let go. She actually liked the stuffed to-
mato.
"You have, uh ... " I motioned toward my
teeth.
"Oh. whoopsie!" She just said whoopsie.
She wiped it with a mosquito jab to the face,
quick and fast. That's right, sister. Don't let
anyone see. It was never there. Lipstick is
good at covering what its supposed to, just like
fruit smells and tight-fitting capris. She wasn't
fooling anyone. I could see through those bun-
huggers-she had underwear on, just like the
rest of us.
"Yeah, whoopsie. I hate it when that hap-
pens," I said. There was an uncomfortable
pause. "Hey, did you get those capris at Gap?"
She made the donut face again. "Yes."
"I used to work there. Before this little guy."
"What's his name?"
"Charlie."
"How darling!" She liked that word. 'This is
Eustacia."
Of course it was.
"She kind of reminds me of Queen Elizabeth
with that ruffle." Capris rolled her eyes.
"That was a present from her paternal
grandmother."
"Glad I don't have to deal with those."
"Yeah, I bet that's nice."
We sat in silence for the next half-hour,
watching kids jump and climb and giggle. Be-
fore the white tubes sauntered off behind the
stroller, she said, "Nice talking to you." My hang-
over was gone.
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Poor Patty Weeble didn't know what hit her when the pokey citi-
zens of Nitchy, Minnesota decided, in a vote of 347-56-that's includ-
ing four absentee ballots, mind you, because Mr. and Mrs. Clive Hoskins
and their dear friends, the Rev. and Mrs. Albert Anderson, had been in
Ontario the day of the vote for their annual Hoskins and Anderson
Fishing Extravaganza-that her "front yard establishment of business"
was a threat to their community infrastructure and, thereby, she was
asked ever-so-politely to discontinue what some of the more outspo-
ken Nitchy folk called her "bucksome, dangerous little hobby." Having
never been the type of woman to raise a fuss about things, poor Patty
Weeble didn't raise a fuss about the town decree. But her friends in
business did. And as a result, the sleepy town of Nitchy, Minnesota,
was forced to change their town slogan from "Find your niche in
Nitchy" to "Nitchy: Home of the National Annual Tailpipe Convention."
It all started when poor Patty Weeble inherited a hefty piece of land
from a great-uncle she had met once, when she accidentally ran over
his cat with her minivan on a Saturday afternoon, a year before he
died. It wasn't uncommon for things like cat-killings to happen to poor
Patty Weeble; she was the type of person bothersome things hap-
pened to. One time Patty made her weekly trip to Wal-Mart, where she
parked her minivan at the end of the half-full parking lot like she always
did, in order to get exercise by walking the distance of the parking lot to
the store. Half an hour later, as she was paying for toilet paper,
shoelaces, and car wax, a stricken, moustache-twitching Wal-Mart
manager approached her and told her a policeman wished to speak
with her.
The policeman told her that her mini-van had accidentally been
squashed by a good-sized chunk of concrete falling twenty feet from
a helicopter. It turned out a rescue squad had been planning a motor
vehicle rescue simulation and purchased a minivan that was the same
make and model as Patty Weeble's was-or, had been, before it was
squashed-and had paid the city to drop concrete on the minivan in
order that it might look like it had been in an accident. The helicopter
pilot saw Patty's powder blue Caravan sitting plaintively at the far end
of the parking lot-the same parking lot he was scheduled to make his
drop at-and dropped the concrete cube without hovering long enough
to check the license plate number.
It was an unfortunate circumstance for all involved. The helicopter
pilot was reprimanded by the town bigwigs, who were reprimanded
by the rescue squad, who were reprimanded by the stricken Wal-Mart
manager, who-well, he wasn't reprimanded by anyone, on account
that poor Patty Weeble was never the type of woman to raise a fuss.
She just came out to the parking lot, observed a moment of silence for
her trusty old Caravan, then reentered Wal-Mart and put back the car
wax.
She was compensated for the price of the minivan, of course, but
it wasn't enough for Patty to buy a decent vehicle. She put the money
aside for a rainy day and went on with life as it passed. Then her
uncle, whom she had met only the time she ran over his cat, passed
away himself (of grief over the loss of the cat, most people said)-
leaving Patty Weeble with the most sizable plot of land within Nitchy
-city limits.
Patty was employed by Nitchy Public High School as the resident
"Media Center Specialist," the title formerly known as "librarian." Since
her girlhood, Patty's dream had been to be a librarian. Being quiet and
slightly stuffy herself, Patty had always felt at home in the library. She
loved the peace she felt there, the calm that came with quiet, studious
ventures into all kinds of worlds-the worlds that books took her to.
There were times when, at the Nltchy Public High School Media Center,
Patty would catch a pocket of imagination, which would come in the
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form of chapters-nice little Zip-locked expeditions to Alaska on the
gold rush wave, adventures with cowboys and indians, or parties
with Hollywood socialites. These times would provide a little excur-
sion from Patty's hectic workday of stamping books and returning
doodled-on magazines to their appropriate spots.
Following these excursions, Patty would imagine the library of her
dreams. Gone would be the neutral-colored walls, fake plants, and
neatly-ordered shelves of books. Gone would be the stuffy quiet, for
Patty Weeble, Media Center Specialist to the Masses, would revitalize
Media Centers as the world knows them. Patty dreamed of creating a
Carnival of Information. She envisioned all colors of the rainbow adorn-
ing her bland Media Center walls, the smells of cotton candy, popcorn,
and animals, the aura created by twinkle lights and brass bands. She
saw herself as the Media Center Ringmaster, directing all the qoinqs-
on in her top-hat, megaphone in hand. "What's that you need, Bobby?"
she'd call from the center of the Big Tent, "A copy of Tom Sawyet? Tom
Sawyerl" She'd bellow to the nearest Media Center Trapeze Aide, who
would do little flips and twists and acrobatics to the fiction section and
back again before Bobby could say Samuel Clemens.
When poor Patty Weeble inherited the land from her great-uncle,
some of the kind citizens of Nitchy strongly suggested that she sell the
land immediately and continue residence in her little two-bedroom, one-
story house two blocks from the school. Why, even the good Rever-
end Albert Anderson from Nitchy Methodist stopped by to voice his
concern. But Patty Weeble knew she was home the minute she put
one big toe on that plot of land. The old farmhouse, enthroned on a
bluff, looked out over a large expanse of lawn.
"You should bulldoze that old farmhouse," the Reverend Albert
Anderson had said. "Farm the land. A woman shouldn't live out here
by herself, all alone. What would the good people of Nitchy think?"
"What did the disciples think when Jesus went off to pray by him-
self?" Patty asked the Reverend Albert Anderson, and he drank his tea
promptly and thanked her for her hospitality. The people of Nitchy
were riled clear through that a single, forty-something librarian decided
to live on a huge plot of land and not do something useful with it, for
heaven's sake.
Nitchy folk were people of the land, after all. They were decent
citizens who farmed and fished, used the good Lord's resources to
get on in life, then thanked him for it every Sunday morning at 8:30
sharp. So when they drove by the Weeble lot and saw a dented-in
powder-blue Caravan that looked as if someone had dropped a hunk
of concrete on it planted conspicuously on Patty's lawn, some folks
raised a fuss about it.
Poor Patty Weeble couldn't help it. Not having enough money to
afford a towing service to take it to a junkyard, Patty had decided that
she would leave it on her front lawn for the time being. The next
Sunday, Nitchy teen Bobby Bjornaby was driving his beat-up old
Ohevette to church and, late as he was, was speeding. The tires of
the Chevette caught on the gravel of the road, and he wound up on
Patty Weeble's front lawn, shaken, yet unharmed. The Chevette, on
the other hand, was a different story-it was mangled and wouldn't
start. Bobby walked to church, made it in time for Mrs. Clive Hoskins'
mandolin rendition of "His Eye is on the Sparrow," and left the Chevette
in Patty Weeble's lawn. It was his luck, he thought, to wind up right
next to the other beat-up car, so he didn't even have to tow it to a
junkyard.
That's when motor vehicle users from all over the county started
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calling Patty Weeble. They saw the two lifeless car bodies adrift in her
sea of grass and made grand assumptions, as people in the Nitchy
area were known to do.
"Heard you were startin' up ajunkyard," a man from Blue Earth said.
"1got an old dirt bike. I'll take ten bucks for it."
"I'm looking for an engine that'll run good. One I can buy cheap," a
college student said, standing on Patty's front stoop one Saturday
afternoon. "Got any?" Poor Patty. All she had ever wanted was a
more exciting media center. At first she turned them down, but even-
tually people started towing their old car parts right up to her front door.
She wound up saying to them, "I won't pay you for it, but if you
want to leave it there somewhere, I guess it's alright with me." And,
like a good librarian, she took down the name, address, and phone
number of every person who left a piece of their junk on her lawn.
After all, part of what was once theirs was now hers, only she hadn't
paid for it. It was just like borrowing library books, she figured. Even-
tually, they'd want their parts back.
Soon there wasn't even a slight patch of green that Patty could see
on her front lawn as she stared out over the junk din. She looked out
at all the other people's old stuff and found a strange sense of content-
ment. It wasn't junk; it had found a home with her. And poor Patty
Weeble didn't mind so much. These kind of things happened to her.
The good citizens of Nitchy were outraged. Reverend and Mrs.
Albert Anderson wrote letters to the city council. Mr. Clive Hoskins
scheduled a racquetball match with the mayor. Mrs. Clive Hoskins
wrote a letter to the editor of the Nitchy Gazette, demanding that "a
certain Nitchy resident remove the ill-fitting remnants of cars from her
front lawn, for the view on County Road 18 left much to be desired,
now that it was littered with disgraceful, utterly non-aesthetically-
appealing road remains. After all, did Nitchy not pride itself on its
cleanliness, its order? Did it not put value and stock in the proper use
of God's good land? Was Nitchy finally stooping so low as to litter its
yards with trash, on purpose? What was next, stoplights?"
So the Nitchy citizens protested, and finally the mayor-after win-
ning a close racquetball match with Clive Hoskins 15-7, 12-15, and 15-
11-presented the city council with a proposal for a vote. The Nitchy
citizens, in the upcoming election two weeks hence, would add an
additional question to their ballot: "Should Nitchy citizen Patricia Weeble,
owner of the large plot of land that has been turned into a junkyard on
S. County Road 18, be asked politely to take her 'front yard establish-
ment of business' off of city limits, on account of its belittling city
aesthetics, not to mention our crumbling city infrastructure? (It's told
Mrs. Clive Hoskins had a hand in writing the question).
Patty Weeble was warned of this amendment to the ballot and
knew her end as a junkyard owner was inevitable. The only thing she
could think to do was to call all those who had left their junk in her yard,
let them know their lending period was over, and ask them to come
remove them the next Saturday, election day. She decided she might
as well make it worth their trip, so she bought donuts and coffee and
blew up some balloons to tie to her mailbox.
Election day arrived, and the town was buzzing. Patty awoke
early, turned on the coffee, and got herself ready for the day. Still in
her robe, she happened to glance out the double-paned window on
her way to the bathroom, and almost jumped clear out of her hot rollers.
The line of cars extended all the way down her driveway and as
far as she could see on County Road 18. There were all the junk
owners, milling about her lawn, inspecting everybody else's junk. She
could see them down there in a little mob, wearing denim and hunter's
orange and farmer's jackets. They were all talking animatedly, barter-
ing over this fender or that engine or this rearview mirror. She pulled
on some clothes and angled down to the driveway where everyone
was congregating. A farmer noticed her walking toward them; he
began to whoop and holler until Patty's face turned bright red. Soon
everyone was clapping and cheering just for her-just for Patty Weeble,
the Media Center Specialist.
"We're here to support ya, Patty," they were saying.
"We need this little junkyard in our town. I'm voting today to keep 'er
here."
"Patty, will you take five dollars for this tailpipe?" And Patty Weeble
feJt useful.
As everyone was hovering around her, the distant clicking of a
helicopter could be heard. The crowd turned its attention toward the
chopper as it circled around them. A TV cameraman was waving to
them from the helicopter. It turned out someone had tipped off the
news as to the big junkyard controversy, and they were buzzing her
farm to get footage of the junkyard. Little did the TV people know she
was having a shindig.
For the rest of the day, Patty talked to folks from all over the county
who praised her for her junkyard efforts and, when the last pickup
drove off her property, she was glad to return to her farmhouse and
put her feet up. She turned on the national news and almost choked on
her ham sandwich when she saw her very own farm on TV.
"Now for our human interest look for the week," the woman was
saying. "In the small town of Nitchy, Minnesota, librarian Patty Weeble
is trying to start a new tradition." Patty stared at the TV.
"Patty is an amateur junkyard owner who called all her junkyard
contributors together for a party today." Patty saw herself then; there
was a confused look on her face as she stared up at the camera with
the rest of her crowd.
"Unfortunately, the citizens of Nitchy are squelching Patty's dreams.
Today they voted, in a count of 347-56, "to disallow Miss Weeble from
having a junkyard, for reasons of aesthetic value. One of Weeble's
contacts in the junkyard business appropriately dubbed today's party
the 'Tailpipe Convention." the anchor said. The man with the motorbike
was on the screen.
"She should have this party every year," he said.
Soon the phone began to ring, and Patty just sat there holding her
ham sandwich in her lap. Nitchy was in an uproar again.
Two days later, the mayor stopped by her house.
"We as a town feel that we should re-vote concerning the junkyard,
Miss Weeble," he said gruffly. "Seems with all this attention being
drawn to Nitchy, it's actually a good thing."
So the town re-voted and, in a decision of 399-0, with four absten-
tions (the Reverend and Mrs. Albert Anderson and their dear friends,
Mr. and Mrs. Clive Hoskins, declined to vote), Patty Weeble was al-
lowed to keep her junkyard. The junkyard business picked up immedi-
ately for Patty, and soon she was earning a good deal of money just by
letting other Nitchy businesses advertise at the little tourist trap she
had created. The following National Annual Tailpipe Convention drew
over two thousand people-four times the population of Nitchy-and
soon the town slogan was proudly changed to: "Nitchy: Home of the
National Annual Tailpipe Convention."
Needless to say, poor Patty Weeble was happy-but not entirely
surprised. These kinds of things happened to people like her. She took
the money she earned from the junkyard and livened up the high school
media center a bit-a little bright-colored paint did a lot for the place. No
trapeze, though. There had to be something left for the imagination,
after all.
The Light of Room Three Oh One
Veins that can't hold
Blood anymore,
Can't hard life anymore,
Leaking ink pools of purple
Onto paper thin skin.
Thin skin ungluing
From folds under eyes,
Under chin,
Under arms that have
Carried through
Good years and bad,
Writelheir stories in wrinkles and lines.
Caving from the inside out.
All of us burning and melting
Our depths sp,ilDng out,
Dripping hard waxing
Beads in the chill.
All of us running,
Out of wick, out of fuel. out of
Room for the pool of our
Lives that we've blazed just to
Keep our flames bright,
Save on bills,
She knew she was J,oing too soon.
She with her pink fuzzy slippers
Someone else had to
Take off and put on.
She with her table of pictures
Seen from memory and not
From her eyes.
Her eyes that had failed her
Before she could read the
Last chapter of
What happens next.
He felt far too young for his job.
He fiddled with the white
Collar that labeled him for
All in the hospital lobby as a
Man who thinks he can-help.
He felt sick to his stomach, to his
Head, and imagined instead he was
Walking in his Tront door, and not
Into room three oh one,
He didn't bother to flip on the
Light when he
Saw her.
In the candle that had to be
Against every hospital rule.
An in the room was still, nothing
Moved, not even her face or her
Eyes that stared at the uneaten food.
And she was small, but he felt
Smaller sitting down by the bed and
Breathing the dead smell of clean. It was
Clear tha1 she could not or would not or
At least ought not speak. He reached down and
Retied his left shoe,
She felt someone enter, breathing once, to
Take up the chair by the wall. She couldn't move to
Find out who, so she waited, like she
Had for as long as her memory could reach,
Thank the Lord she could hear, so she
Heard his small voice when he
Cleared out his throat and
Began through the medical drone-
And I heard a loud
Voice from the throne
Saying,
Now fhe dwelling of
God is with men, and he will
Live with them. They will be his people, and
God himself will be with them and
Be their God. He will wipe every
Tear from their eyes. There will be no more
Death or mourning or crying or
Pain, for the old order 01 things has
Passed away,
And her tears wouldn't
Come, wouldn't spill,
So he couldn't have seen her
Cry when he
Lelt, when he wandered to
Room three oh five. He had no idea,
Not in this age at least, that he had become
Salve on an unseen pain
lust by reading a book in the dark.
Jared Belden
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and ElmGoodbye to 2nd Avenue
As I have often done before, for no reason in particular, I pull back
the lace curtain to peer out through the glass that has become wavy
with age. I love the way the cars wrinkle, then smooth back out again,
like silent liquid traveling by this familiar corner. Then, remembering
myself, I shake my head in an attempt to come back to the present. Ah,
yes. I must go upstairs to finish my packing. On the way up, I skip the
second step out of habit-it squeaks.
Three minutes later, my suitcase is still empty. The collage mounted
on corkboard that hangs over my bed has caught my attention, and I
pore over each memory that is pegged there. High school-giddy
cheerleaders huddle together and smile, with basketball players in the
background. Well, not just any basketball players. Jason. I was
careful to make no thumbtack holes in him. My eyes wander to a
picture of an old boyfriend at the Valentine's Day dance, his arms
around me-why did I never take that down? Next to this, my number
from the state cross country race. 132. It is wrinkled and dirty, from
hugs, sweat, mud, tears. I remember every color of that day; my little
brother brought me a yellow rose.
With a reluctant sigh, I continue to journey with my eyes over some
ticket stubs, which must have been important to me at some time, and
a picture of my best friend and me posing in front of a huge glass fish
at the Walker Institute of Art. Then, just below the dried wrist corsage
from my junior prom is a row of school pictures that overflows itself,
with perfectly tilted heads smiting out against a mass of generic blue
backgrounds. These were once so important. I laugh at myself, and
on impulse, reach my hand up to dear some away. But I cannot. I'm
held back, as if afraid I will toss out a part of me, and then cave into the
resulting space.
To hold off packing some more, I make my bed. I get the feeling that
I am preparing the room for someone else. Have I cleaned myself out
of it? , smooth the pillowcase gently, like a mother drying her child's
tears. Yes, tears have fallen here before, on those silent nights when
my heart was so full of confused emotions that it felt as if it would burst
with every breath. Unidentifiable, these writhing emotions swim like
shadows of restless fish in a dark pool, around and around. Over-
come, I lie helpless to the tears leaving wet-hot streaks that trail down
my cheeks and past my ears.
The aloneness that I feel is new to me, a fear about things never
being the same. I feel homesick tying in the room that I had just begun
to realize would not be my place forever. In the hushed night, I try to
Magdalene Biesanz
match my staccato breaths with the even breathing of my family, as if
to bind us into one.
For a long time I stare at the empty suitcases in the middle of my
room. They look pathetically small. I want to pack all my books, like The
True Confessions of Charlotte Doyle, which had been my favorite
since I was 15, and the Trixie Belden Mysteries that I had read late into
the night with only my lamp and my quilt to keep me company. I want to
put in my vanity table with the skirt around it and the hidden drawer that
sticks unless I pull it just right. And where can I fit the kitchen table,
where my family gathers each Sunday in the early sun to share the
morning paper and laugh together at the comics? There is no room,
either, for the mountain ash tree that sprinkles dappled sunlight on our
back lawn and has a perfect bough for holding a unicorn hostage, or
just for thinking. I want to be able to go off and open my bag to take out
the driveway where my dad taught me the game of basketball and
where my brothers and I raced and skinned our knees, and I want to
reach in and find the dock whose cool wooden planks my friends and
I lay on for hours to talk about dating and how big the sky is and how
little we are. But there is no room for these in my suitcases.
WillI, I wonder, go to a new place and unpack my things only to find
I have left myself behind? Could I forget me? Yet ... it is impossible to
forget things that you do not yet know.
Jon Krakauer tells the story of a young man who left on a journey
alone into the Alaskan wilderness with tittle more than a ten-pound bag
of rice and a few minimal supplies. He left behind practically every-
thing he owned, everything that linked him to his past. No longer having
anything to hide him from himself, he embarked on this passage of
solitude to "explore the inner country of his soul." Am I, too, looking for
the self I cannot find in the everything I have left behind?
Somehow I am getting into the car, leaving. My stomach is tight with
expectation, and I know the only place to go now is into the unknown.
The unknown of self. As the car pulls away from the curb, I look back
one last time. To my eyes, all is still, quiet like the hollowness of an
empty cocoon. The branches of the ash tree dip silently in the breeze.
Something in me compels me to raise my hand in farewell. To whom am
I waving? Perhaps to the shadow who looks out from behind the lace
curtain .
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Moments of Clarity
c
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Sometimes, I think that if my mind were a room, I would try to find it
and find it and find it, and when I finally did, I think I would like to sit in it
for the rest of my life. I think this because I'm basically to that point
already-not of finding the room of my mind because that's total bullshit,
but to the point where everything in my life, whatever the inherent
parameters of life may be, actually happens in my mind. This is to say
of course, that I'm looking for that external place where the internal me
is at home. "The place where you can live inside your own skin," I think
someone said once. But I told him that was bulls hit, first because it
was a cliche, and second because I was comfortable in my own skin,
and in my own mind, and basically I was perfectly content with who I
happened to be. It's just the rest of the world that I can't really seem to
work out any compromise with. But then he told me, "look, a cliche is
a cliche because it's always right-it can't be wrong for that same
reason." And he said I was maladjusted and that he wouldn't be very
surprised at all if I had some very serious psychological "roadblocks"
waiting for me "down the road" and that he was just "trying to help."
As it turns out, he was right. About the cliches and the psychologi-
cal roadblocks. And I have to say there's nothing really more annoying
than a person who uses cliches and who turns out to be right after all.
But I swear to God that's the way it goes. I swear to God.
I'm pretty sure that I've traced any psychological abnormalities re-
siding in my brain and its fairly fucked up neurochemical highways and
byways to two distinct events in my life. Chronologically speaking, the
first event functions as a conclusion, a defining statement about the
nature of affairs of my life in general. The second event functions as
a premise supporting that conclusion made known to me in the first
event. But the second event needed to happen that it could reinforce
the first, and in so doing, make the nature of life in general abundantly
and unforgivingly clear. The inherent tension is this: the temporal and
logical processes worked against each other.
.-
1. In the twelfth grade I read The Stranger by Albert Camus.
2. Towards the end of college I realized that I couldn't make
anything meaningful.
In retrospect everything makes sense. Axiomatically speaking.
On the way to school we were in a car accident and died. My
brother did. And that's why I say we, because without him there is no
we. Is there? I was driving and we were singing and we died. And
I lived. And I thought it wasn't fair because it wasn't his fault at all. And
of all the people in the world that I know that don't deserve to have
something bad happen to them as the result of something they didn't do
it was my brother. Gabe was a great brother, and I'm not just saying
that because he died. I said it while he was alive, and I said it to him.
Two weeks after the funeral we were scheduled to read The
Stranger in Honors English. My teacher said he would understand if I
didn't want to read the book, and he told me what it was about. But
back then I couldn't make the connection that he was trying to get me to
make. Between the death in the story and between my brother's
death. So I read it and it didn't matter that Meursalt couldn't see life as
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logical or couldn't deem it worth living. Or that he went absolutely
fucking nuts and shot the guy at the beach, kind of in self-defense, but
then was convicted of murder because he didn't cry at his mother's
funeral. It wasn't plausible. Because I wasn't there, subjectively that
is. Objectively, I grasped the existential sentiment of life's inherent
absurdity and wrote a paper about it.
Towards the end of college I was supposed to take a test that was
going to determine a lot of things about my abilities, specifically what
schools I was smart enough to study at. It seemed like a good idea. I
liked tests because I did well on them, and because it made sense that
the best students get to go to the best schools and life is good when it's
fair and shitty when it's not. But then I thought of something I had not
intended to think of. I would liken it to "a moment of clarity," in the sense
that an alcoholic has a moment of clarity when he realizes what the hell
he's been doing with his life and says enough's enough, qoddamnit.
But my moment of clarity was of the awareness of life's immutable
futility, not that everything could somehow be better than it was.
So what I thought that I didn't intend to think was that I really didn't
care what school I studied at or if I studied at all or if I lived long enough
to regret not caring about either. Clarity is just as deadly as inebriation.
And sustained clarity is both impossible and unbearable. And maybe
impossible precisely because it's unbearable.
And I'm sure anyone can see where this is going, or where it went
because I suppose it's in my past now, and as we all know the past
isn't going anywhere but stays where we can't reach it, and hope it
can't reach us.
Obviously the suicide was attempted.
But there I was in my bathtub at home over Christmas break. My
pale, fetal body, and my inward sinking flesh. My contrastingly strong
dark hair. And I used to look better-tan, muscles, the whole happy
shtick. But in battles of attrition something's got to give. Gashes in each
wrist, the water tomato juice red. Cliche, I know, but ironic because I
knew it was cliche, and that's what would really get them. And I was
feeling high, like when I used to get high until I heard that Gabe tried it
because he knew I tried it and I'd told him I stopped so he had to too.
And I was feeling good because that's what high feels like-halcyon.
And I suppose I was drifting off when my mom came in. But she
wasn't supposed to be home, I had made sure. And she was calm too,
and said it was o.k., and that I would be fixed and the doctor would
know what to do and I would be fixed. And she tore a towel and tied
the pieces around my wrists. And I said, softly, because I didn't have
much energy, "Mom. There are things I cannot imagine. And what I
cannot imagine hurts more than anything that could ever happen. Mom.
I can't see green fields in bright summer with two boys running and
throwing and falling and singing. I can't see children in a park who
can't see anything else. I can't see sleep being peaceful and I can't see
nephews embracing an uncle. I can't see two old men in the corner
talking low after dinner so as not to disturb the napping grand kids. I
can't see melodies oozing from a piano. I can't see light through dark-
ness. Mom. I don't want to see what I can't see. Make it better. Make
it better."
II•
Stained Glass
I am cut
Faceted like a jewel
Carved and broken
Into countless bits
I am pieced tcgerher
Eage to eage
Betraying an image
In emerald and sapphire and ruby
Whole only at a distance
I am stained
But not unclean
Christened by colors
Made more 5rilliant
By the sun
I am not fragile
But if met with stones
I split into shards again
Because
I am a window
Not meant for seeing through
Amanda Magnuson
The Commuter
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The ring was a circle of shine against his palm. When he closed his
fist, it was as though a light went out. He had picked it up off the fed
vinyl seat of the commuter train one late Saturday evening, and he
knew whose finger it usually encircled. He examined it now, by the
light from the lone window that looked out across the railroad tracks
and into Chicago. He wondered if the woman whose ring he held had
a better view. He had wondered the same question as he and Louis
fan in the grass at the park the Sunday after he found it, and Louis had
grinned at Sam as he knelt in the grass, then bulldozed a hard path that
knocked Sam over and made him lose his breath. Sam had fingered the
ring in his pocket, then slipped it onto the top of his middle finger, to the
knuckle, and wondered about her some more~if she had kids, if she
took them to the park.
His days on that train were many and long, so Sam spent time
noticing people. He had seen every type, but hers was the type he
saw the most, and the type he despised. Every day except Sunday he
woke at 5:30, showered, dressed, then woke Louis. Mornings with
Louis were Sam's delight. He met Louis straight from the dream world,
where Louis was a beautiful child; then Sam took his hand to guide him
grimly into the world where Louis was a beautiful child "with needs,"
most people said. Four years earlier, following Louis' birth, Louis'
mother had seen his imperfections and, like most people Louis encoun-
tered, her eyes grew cloudy and sad. Sam had mourned her leaving
them the next day, but had not mourned Louis' birth or his Down's
Syndrome. Most mornings he let Louis dream as long as he could, and
Louis would awake with Pinocchio-like joy to tell Sam about all the new
friends he had found in his dream world, friends that loved him the way
Sam did. Sam would dress him and they'd walk the block and a half to
the bakery where Louis ate a banana and a muffin, and Sam drank
coffee and ate a jelly-filled doughnut. Then, as they walked the three
blocks to Sam's sister's apartment, he and Louis would talk about the
trucks driving by, or the sun beginning its climb, or the pigeons on the
sidewalk.
At the apartment, Sam would tell Louis to be good and walk another
few blocks to the EI, where he'd hop the Red Line and ride it around the
loop to Wabash. He'd then walk across the Madison Street bridge and
past Union Station to Ogilvie Transit Center, where he caught the 7:15
commuter train north to Highland Park, just like he had every day for the
past four years.
A golf magazine once called the country club where Sam worked
the "4lh Best All-around Country Club for service, family, and recre-
ation." He and his co-workers in the maintenance building joked that it
should be the fourth best and paying its employees below par, too. For
the most part, though, he liked work. He liked being outside; he liked
.---
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working with soil, tools, and plants, and he liked tips from drunken
suburban golfers. But what Sam despised was seeing them hitting on
each other's wives when they had spent too much time in the men's
lounge, or watching them handing twenties to their seven-year-olds.
or tootling by in the golf carts the way they careened off in their BMWs,
Benz's, and SUV's.
It was the women that drove the SUV's. In the summer they came
in the morning to play tennis in white skirts and visors, flawless. Then
they returned in the afternoon with their vehicles full of kids, leading
the way to the pool to sunbathe as their sitters catered to their children.
These women would give Sam a patronizing wave; they'd say in their
confident, wealthy tones, "Hi, Sam. Great weather. Thought we'd try
out the pool," all the while looking past him with the dimmed gaze of
those selectively near-sighted, seeing the world in shallow Monet hues.
Sam saw past all their gloss. He'd chuckle, agree, nod, do whatever
they wanted. But he didn't like them, their husbands, or their bratty
kids. When he watched the kids playing the pool, he thought of Louis.
Louis, who was at his aunt's apartment playing with her dinnerware.
Louis, who had been swimming once, at the beach, and had been
made fun of. Louis, who had run to him, crying, and plead never to go
near the water again.
He imagined the woman on the commuter train was just like the
ones at the country club. They were all the same. Like them, she
probably jogged faithfully, went to the salon, and spent her evenings
playing socialite and drinking wine. He had first noticed her because of
her beauty. She was tall and slender, with small shoulders and deli-
cate features. She always wore black, and carried what looked like a
small suitcase, slung protectively across her shoulders to hang at her
side. She road the early train north with him, always farther than he,
so he didn't know which stop she got off at. And most nights she
caught the same late train home, too. He'd get on and she'd be there,
coming from wherever she had been, reading a magazine or brooding
as she looked out the window. She was usually accompanied by a
handsome man in a suit. They would whisper constantly, with her
holding his hand in her lap, turning her chin to hear what he would say.
She would look at the man with such tenderness that Sam would feel
bad for intruding as he watched. Her eyes drew him; they were safe
eyes whose look washed over him like sun-baths on July beach pic-
nics, warm and blanketing.
On nights when he would tuck Louis into bed and feel lonely, Sam
would look out past the railroad tracks and wonder about her~where
she was in the city, how she and her lover had met, what kind of life
they led. He liked the mystery of her, liked the stories about her he
found in his mind, tumbling like clothes in a dryer, mixing with his real
, II
stories so that he couldn't tell them apart anymore, for all their spin-
ning-his brights with her whites. He liked the stories so much he had
never said a word to her. He was too afraid she'd look at him with the
bored country club gaze, and he would know she was just like the pool
moms. He thought of her now, as he examined the ring again after
combing his hair and pouring his coffee. It was a plain, small, silver
band. He put it in his handkerchief, then his left pants pocket.
On Saturday evening he had taken the later train again, after a no-
tie gala with lots of liquor and dancing and grown men jumping fully-
clothed into the pool. She had been there again, wearing black, whis-
pering to the handsome man, clutching the case at her side. Sam, she,
and the man had left the train at Ogilvie, its final stop, and as he had
passed the seat they had occupied, he had looked over and seen the
glint of the silver against the cracked vinyl. He had pocketed it and
looked for them on the dark street, but had not found them. Since then
he had thought of her as he played with Louis, when they went to his
sister's for Sunday dinner, and this morning as he had awakened. He
would find her, ask if she had Jost it. The handsome man would look at
him, would wonder. Sam would make conversation, chuckle. nod, do
whatever she wanted.
He drained his coffee and woke Louis, who was slow getting
ready. They were running late so, as he was tying Louis' shoes, Sam
told him they would not be going to the bakery. Louis, upset, took Sam's
hand and bit it hard, so it hurt. Louis cried as Sam tied his own shoes,
then walked him to his sister's. He caught the EI and noticed that his
hand smarted as he closed it around the handkerchief in his pocket. He
was grim, nervous. He entered the last car on the 7:15 commuter train
north and quickly surveyed its occupants. A handful of businessmen
with briefcases and cappucinos sat in a far corner. Two teenagers
snickered on the left side near the aisle. A mother with two children
eyed him as he put down his lunch pail and newspaper, then sat in the
seat across her on the aisle. He looked back at her, hard. His hand
clenched the handkerchief in his left pocket. He worried that the
woman might not show after all. But as the conductor passed through
to gather tickets, she and her companion entered the front of the car.
She was wearing a white blouse and black skirt, case in tow; the man
followed her. Sam looked down as they passed him and heard the
rustling as they sat down in the row directly behind him. Sam's stom-
ach knotted and he cleared his throat. Breathing hard, he turned
suddenly.
"Ma'm, did you happen to lose a ring on the late train Saturday
night?" She looked up from her newspaper, surprised, but recovered
enough to offer a smile.
"Yes, I lost a silver band." Her eyes were kind. Sam looked at the
man, who stared back. Sam was nervous. He could think of nothing
more to say, so he reached into his pocket and pulled out the handker-
chief, then shoved it in front of her.
"Here." She looked down, then gasped and looked back up at him,
strokes of curiosity and fear painted on her face.
"It's bloody," the man said. The handkerchief was stained red, and
his hand was bloody from where Louis had bitten it. It was caked on
his skin, and some was still seeping through where Louis' teeth had
left their marks. Sam pressed it behind his back.
"Oh. So sorry. My son ... " Sam didn't know how to explain. He
looked at the woman, who was eyeing him, then at the man.
"Are you all right?" the man asked, and Sam noticed a tediousness
in the way he spoke, as if he was pulling each word out by a long
thread.
"Yes, thanks. Just an accident this morning." He looked at the
woman again. "My son ... he has Down's Syndrome." Sam laughed.
"He has unique ways of showing he's unhappy with me." The woman
smiled, and Sam saw a kind glimmer in her eyes. He took the ring out of
the handkerchief and handed it to her. She thanked him.
"If you don't mind my asking, what's in your suitcase?" Sam asked.
She smiled again.
"Oh, it's not a suitcase. This is an instrument case. I play violin in
the Symphony. The Symphony's summer home is north of Highland
Park, in Ravinia. When we're not rehearsing, I give private lessons."
She spoke softly. As she was talking, Sam noticed the man looking at
her intently.
"She plays beautiful music," he said simply. Sam noticed the slow-
ness of his speech again. The woman laughed.
"Joe's my biggest fan. He has been since we were little. He's
autistic, and his talent is his perfect pitch. He helps me with lessons
and loves to listen to the symphony rehearse."
"That's great." He held out his right hand. "My name is Sam."
"I'm Lorie." She took it. "Your son must have a strong bite."
"He does. His name is Louis. He's beautiful."
"I'm sure he is." She smiled at him, and he smiled back. Sam had
nothing else to say, so he turned around and picked up his newspaper.
As he did, he noticed two small bandages propped neatly upon his
lunch pail. He looked up and caught the clear gaze of the mother
across the aisle. She pointed at her purse and shrugged.
"I keep everything in there," she said. Then, softly, "For your hand."
"Thank you." Sam unwrapped them, sticking them carefully over
his little wound. It would heal.
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He was as much a part of the roads of Waverly as the dust. No one
knew a whole lot about him, but it didn't matter. He was the stuff that
playground legends and grocery store gossip are made of. We called
him the Tin Can Man, but his name was Emit. We didn't know his last
name, didn't try to figure it Qut-the lack of a surname was just another
twig to feed the raging bonfire in our overactive imaginations.
They say he had a family once, a wife and daughters. Freckle-
faced Josh Sherman said that one night Emit murdered them in their
sleep. Shelby's mom said that wasn't true; they died in a terrible car
accident years ago, and it was very hard on him. After they (if "they"
ever existed) died in the accident (if there ever was an accident), he
couldn't hold a job (if he ever had a job in the first place) anymore. He
refused to drive, too. That was when he started trekking up and down
Highway 6, picking up trash, and collecting aluminum cans in big, black
garbage bags.
All day he walked the busy highway and dusty back-roads. Even
when heat shimmered over the highway and tar bubbled in the seams,
or when stinging wind blew snow across treacherous underfoot ice.
Sometimes you would see him as far as a mile or two past Green-
wood-six miles to the east, or halfway to Lincoln-fifteen miles to the
west. Whenever he found a can laying on the shoulder of the road or
a wad of newspaper nestled in the grassy ditches, he paused his
shuffle, slowly bent down, picked it up, dropped it in his bag, and
continued on his way. He acknowledged every car that passed him
with a slow, silent raise of his left hand, unless his palm was already
occupied with a crushed Budweiser or Pepsi can.
At recess, we would sometimes see him shuffle by on Amberly
Road, with his filthy coveralls and rattling can-stuffed garbage bag.
When he passed, we would pause our play to stare. He was a comic
figure-short in stature, with feral white hair and a whiskered face.
Even now, I can hardly imagine his figure without the big black garbage
bag he always carried in his right hand, stretched out far so as not to
hit his legs as he walked. I don't recall ever hearing his voice, but I do
remember the music of his walk. One heavy boot thumped a steady,
slow downbeat on the pavement, his coveralls swished, and the can
bag clanked just before the other foot crunched in the weedy shoulder.
We would inch closer to the chain-fink fence to hearthat sound. Whether
we were bundled in stocking caps and mittens, or sweated in T-shirts
and cut-offs, Emit always wore the same pair of heavy green cover-
alls. Once, Dad left a sack full of old shirts for Emit. I'm sure dad wasn't
the only one to sneak away from Emit's door like illicit magi, but despite
the town's charitable efforts, Emit was never seen in anything but the
coveralls. (Josh Sherman said that that was because the zipper broke
in 1943.) When Emit raised an arthritic hand in greeting, we all waved
back, but the boys made jokes about his smell.
At the end of the day, Emit would return to his small, peeling pink
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house on the corner of 138lh and Jamestown. Emit's house wasn't
really very different from any other house in that shady neighborhood,
but it was mysterious enough. The back yard was surrounded by a tall
hedge, over which peaked a pack of apple trees. From the sidewalk,
you could always smell the rot of fallen apples. The front of the house
was permanently shrouded in the thick shade of several hardwood
trees that loomed over the house like giants on guard. The drapes
always tightly concealed from curious passers-by what hid behind
them; yellowed newspapers tacked over the garage windows served
the same purpose. I often wondered what he did behind those cov-
ered windows. Make pyramids out of the cans he plucked from the
highway-side that day? Sit on the floor and eat cold cans of generic
chicken noodle soup in solitude?
In the evenings, when the windows of other houses glowed warm
yellow, Emit's windows stayed glinting dark. Rumor had it that this was
because he hadn't paid an electric bill in decades. Josh Sherman, who
lived on the same block as Emit, told us that the Tin Can Man didn't have
indoor plumbing either, and did his business in the back yard. When we
rode our bikes past his house, we would always try to catch him at it.
We never did, but that didn't keep us from listening to another tale from
Hamlow Elementary's resident Tin Can Man expert.
"He has treasure buried in his back yard. I bet it's a million dollars,"
said Josh, wiping his nose on his sleeve. We were all ears. "As soon
as he kicks the bucket I'm gonna go dig it up."
We were in high school when Emit died. No one really mourned his
death, but whenever Mom and I take walks along the country roads,
she always sighs at the fading cans tossed in the ditches, and says
that the roads have never been as clean as they were when the Tin
Can Man walked them. No one ever thanked him while he was alive. I
wonder if he ever knew all the unkind things the town said about him.
He never retaliated. Just picked up our litter. I never asked Josh if he
ever ended up digging up Emit's yard. He wouldn't have found any-
thing anyway. Whatever treasure Emit had wasn't stored in the earth,
Waverly lies low in the Salt Creek valley and excluding the grain
elevators, the overpass is by far the highest point within at least three
miles of town. From its summit, you can see for miles - when I was
little, I thought you could see the whole world. I remember seeing Emit
standing up there at sunset, leaning a little over the edge. Josh Sherman
always said it was either because he was putting a curse on the
town, or because he was thinking about jumping. That was one story
I never even considered believing. There was something about that
meek, penniless little man's posture as he gazed out over the world
that just didn't fit with curses or suicide. He looked calm, at peace with
what life had given him. I think that when the Tin Can Man paused at the
top of the overpass, he was just looking with love at his inheritance.
A Gospel
Tell me Lord!
How did you keep the blaze in, fire in?
When you walked!
In that cold paper human folded body)
Tell me Lord!
How did you keep the thunder in. clarion)
When you sang!
Into the brittle ears of tone deaf stone men)
Tell me Lord!
How did you keep the doom in, wrath in?
When you cried!
Under the thorns of demon sneering darkness)
Tell me Lord!
How did you keep the dream in. dance in?
When you slept!
Bound up in makeshift rags and extra bedding?
Tell me Lord!
How did you stop the mountains, screaming)
When you rose!
Redeeming atoms sheep and all creation?
Tell me Lord!
How can we keep the praise in, amazing?
When we know!
A love that's higher. ever. deeper, wider)
How long!
You keep the day in. end in)
Tillyou come!
To rend the prince of air in two
Your kingdom)
Come, oh Lord!
Your kingdom)
Come. my Lord!
Your kingdom come
Jared Belden
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Joel Anderson
Jack sat on his black leather couch. He programmedonly these seven chan-
His eyes fixed on the television in front of nels into the television's remote control.
him, expressionless. Now when he used it to change chan-
Watching the news, finishing his cof- nels, up or down, it only navigated be-
fee, ready for work, thirteen minutes early tween the seven networks, the seven
forthe bus. TheSPECIALREPORTbroke floodgates of the unfoldingapocalypse.
in. The glowing red block letters: Hedevelopeda system. Stayon each
AMERICAUNDERATTACK. A NATION channel for one minute, then flip one up.
UNDERSEIGE. Hewatched,motionless. Each channel, one minute, seven min-
He thought of Ann at Tower Two. Prob- utes for a full rotation. He set the timer on
ably dead. He'd lost a sister before. But his watch to dictate the process. Count
he did not pick up the phone to call his downoneminute,beepbeep,changethe
parents, not when he first saw what was channel, the timer resets. Jack never had
happening, and not now as he watched to avert his eyes from the screen, from
LIVE COVERAGE of TERROR IN the macabre evidence that his life was
AMERICA. nevergoingto bethe same. Afterall, how
The glowingboxmesmerizedhim. He could it?
could not open his eyes wide enough to In accordance with the beeps he
take it all in. He picked up the remote changed channels. The images as-
and started flipping up through the chan- saulted his conscious. First, only wide
nels, curious of how other networks were angle aerial footage captured the gaping
coveringtheATTACKS. He found seven pock mark left in Babel's stead. The un-
other news channels devoting their full speakable emptiness of de-
resources and airtime to the DISASTER. structured ness-the chaos of matter's
Hold the Milk and
un-formation. Jack noted the corporeal
proof of the Lawof Conservationof Mat-
ter, a million tons of manufactured
everythingsand everybodiestumbled in-
discriminatelyon topof everythingandev-
erybody.
Reporters grew brave. They made
their way down to GROUNDZERO and
unabashedlydetainedEYEWITNESSES
and those who had managedto escape,
cross-examining them, imploring them to
expound on their experience of the utterly
unspeakable. "Whatdid you see?" "How
many dead?" For now speculation would
suffice. All that was necessarywas the
terror on each ghostly face. The docu-
mentation of minds struggling to compute
facts that were surely incompatible,"I .
I ... don't know just got in to work.
America ... what happened."
The reporters searched out those
most covered in the embossing white
eschatologicalash-walking ghosts, ap-
paritions themselves to be haunted until
Honey
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Good morning, Ms. America, your coffee, freshly brewed.
The sun's been all night percofating to light its fire for you.
The clock above the Iaucet. overflowing, drips the time.
Your cranky television filters out the morning grind.
Computer wants to make a deal, she'll do tfie'household chores.
lust nook her up with java links and apple hard-drive cores.
Your hat, 'y'our coat, your shoes, your gloves, your mug, your phone, your stress.
Drive hard today. the smog's alive. Rush hour will not rest.
Don't think too full, spill out your dreams, or try a risky flavor.
Fresh life might burn, so let if cool. Two hands, show safe behavior.
When urgent forms build urgent stacks in cramped arrangements on your desk
Take in one breath, console yourself and try to catch the 'distant scent
Of future days in far off years when you'll have out-climbed all your peers
And finally on the mountain's peak, 'y'ou'lllet go. exhale. sigh. release.
But duty casts its shadow now. You 00 time in the valley.
Straight-laced, straight-up, black, flat, and fast.
Please hold the milk and honey.
Jared Belden
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death justly reclaimed them, someday, in
a nursing home, Jack thought. They had
cheated death, but for what, a life dictated
forever now by the day they should have
died, did die. Again Jack thought of his
sister. Maybe he would see her, maybe
he thought. She would be half alive, strug-
gling down the street towards a reporter
who would grab her, bringing her to the
living rooms of the LIVE world. God, Jack
thought of the ratings. Who said network
news was dead?
But he did not see Ann, who was surely
dead, she worked on the eighty-second
floor, No, Jack did not see Ann, and he
did not see death. He saw new, fresh life.
Genesis. For what was Creation? A few
chapters and verses before the Fall, and
everyone knows the rest. New life always
gives way to death. Always, always, al-
ways.
Jack watched. The footage was be-
coming considerably more aggressive.
The networks were already obtaining
amateur home footage, mistakenly shot
by some tourist, Jack imagined. Some
nostalgic father on vacation with his fam-
ily. "And here we are, a beautiful Tuesday
morning in Manhattan," as the camera
sweeps up and down the towering build-
ings, out to Ellis Island and back. "Say hi
kids," followed by a vibrant "Hi, Hi, hulloo
in there!!" from the apples of daddy's eye.
"And there they are, the twin towers. Look
kids, look how tall." Then suddenly, unex-
pectedly. Rapture. And Daddy, "Holy
Jesus Fuck! Holy Jesus Fuck!" Yes, un-
doubtedly, Jack thought. Holy. Jesus. Fuck.
A new trinity for a new creation. An apt
mantra indeed. But the camera did not
move, did not flinch. It remained with as-
cetic devotion, Daddy managing to fight
off all fiight impulse, on the Big Bang, this
seminal event.
A minute was too slow. Much too slow.
The length of the apocalypse is an instant.
Like that. Here and gone. Life. Death.
Then God knows what. In an instant.
Jack halved the time allotted each
channel. He now allowed thirty seconds
to each network in each respective cycle.
He would submit to the plundering of the
medium-the electronic, amorphous,
pixel-composed chimera that appropri-
ated his senses and-his soul.
Channels nine, eleven, seventeen,
twenty, twenty-nine, thirty-four, and thirty-
five. Countdown thirty seconds, beep
beep, change the channel, the timer re-
sets. The images were coming faster.
Not only because the intervals were
shorter, but because each network was
also increasing its visual and audio out-
put. As if they knew there was some com-
petition with impossibly high stakes in the
balance. America was in heat. Who was
going to get there first, and with the most
force?
Arabs were appearing on the screen
now. Arabs or Arab? It was Mohammed
himself for all Jack could tell. Figured. All
our hate and only one face. It would be
easier. For revenge. But, oh, Jack forgot.
We can't let one bad apple ruin the whole
bunch. Tell that to Eden.
No commercials, Jack noted. He was
overjoyed, and perplexed. No, "America
Bombed to Hell, brought to you by Miller
Genuine Draft, Never Miss a Genuine
Moment." They were saving it Jack rea-
soned. For the WAR ON TERROR. He
envisioned waking up one morning, grog-
gily turning on the TV, and hearing as he
pulled a shirt over his head, "Lots of Ar-
abs Bombed Back to Hell, brought to you
by McAfee Anti-Virus, We Make It Safer."
No way corporate sponsorship would let
this one get away, could afford to let it get
away.
Thirty seconds was a lifetime. And
therefore a deathtime. It probably took a
lot of people only thirty seconds to die.
And some probably four.
Jack reset the timer on his watch.
Countdown four seconds, beep beep,
change the channel, the timer resets.
Now it would be meaningful. Jack
opened himself, as wide as he could. His
mind, his eyes, his ears, his cognitive self.
He'd give them what they wanted, full and
uninhibited access. Do it to me baby.
This was living. 1000 gallons of jet
fuel and 6000 lifeless somewhere bod-
ies translated into infinite electrons and
the incantation of the television's elec-
tronic hum, exploding with each channel
change into the vibrancy of death com-
municated in too sufficient terms. Image,
sound. Up. Image, sound. Up. Image,
sound. Up. Crash. Arab. Flag. Crash.
Arab. Flag. Crash. Arab. Flag. Crash. Arab.
Flag. Mourn, Jack, he heard. Mourn.
Mourn. Mourn. For the TV is willing but
you are weak. This FLASH THE CRASH
means Ann is dead. And this FLASH THE
ARAB means someone will surely pay.
But this FLASH THE FLAG means no one
will know the difference.
Jack abandoned his system. It was
deathly slow. All he could do now was
hammer away on the channel up button
on the remote control. And hold on.
The sensory phenomena came and
went in a never-ending present of image
and sound. All the colors, all the faces,
all the mangled sound bytes. Seven net-
works in one. One melodious, unitary
message. What was it? Jack could no
longer make out distinct pictures our
sounds. They were all one. One image
and one sound. Showing him, telling him
something as he changed the channel
up and up. It was a great mosaic-deep
and bright. What was it? At first he thought
itwas a picture of Ann. He pressed harder
and faster. No, not Ann. Ann who? And
what was that sound, that utterance?
Harder and faster. The sound bytes from
each channel were developing a rhythm,
a synchronous aesthetic he could not
help but notice. Harder and faster. It was
familiar. Harder and faster. It was en-
chanting. Harder and faster. Surely it was
some timeless wisdom, some descend-
ing dove. But it was not clear. It was
muddled-absorbed in its own overlap-
ping dissonance.
It was gone. So was Jack's energy, a
moment before enlightenment, and a mi-
crosecond before climax. He looked at
his watch, stood up from the couch,
walked to the door, stooped to pick up his
briefcase, opened the door and walked
out.
He could still make the bus.
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